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I may look oddly at firſt view 
how a Paraphraſe on the Book 
of Job ſhou'd be brought un- 
der the Title of a Sate Poem; 
but if the Reader will have a little Pa- 
tience, I believe I can ſet him right, 
and ſhew him, that it may be proper- 
ly enough rank d under that Head, if 
he will conſider the Circumſtances of 
the Author at that time, under a double 
Proſecution from the State, loading him 
with Feines, Corporal Puniſhment, and Im- 
priſonment. I ſay, if he will conſider 
this, he will find how aptly thoſe Paſ- 
ſages he hath choſe to compile this 
Poem ſuited his Caſe ; the malicious 
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| Pt oſecution of £ Y N Huemie 8 * and the 
- Unjuſt Treatment he met with from 
them ; the little Aſſiſtance he found 
from his Friends and Acquaintance, and 
the Ca lumnies and Reproaches he bore 
from thoſe who were Strangers both to 
his Perſon and Character. This firft 
Poem then, call'd Job's Trial under the 
Perſecutions of Satan, was the Author's 
daily, and he hopes a ſuitable Exerciſe, 
during his ſhort Confinement in the 
Priſon of the Kings-Bench'; at which 
time he writ The Smeme-birds Addreſs 
to the Eagle, for Relief againſt the T yranny 
of the Birds of Prey; which Fable ſeems 
plain enough to be underſtood by the 
meaneſt Capacity, excepting only the 
three. Perſons couch'd under the Lark, 
the Linnet, and the Nightingale, who were 
then proſecuted by the State ; the one, 
for the Mercurius Politicus; the other, 
for T he Church of England Memorial an- 
ſwer'd Paragraph by Paragraph ; the laſt, 
for T he Country Parſon's Advice, &c. 


Several 


PREFACE. 
Several of theſe Poems are upon Sub- 
jects of a different Nature, which may 
be more agreeable to ſome People, who 
are better pleas'd with Panegyrick than 
Satyr; as, the Bratiſh Court, the City 
Beauties, Britain's Palladum, the U- 
mon, &c. As for thoſe who delight in 
nothing but Il-nature, I have furniſh'd 
them with Satyr againſt the Beau Monde, 
which they will meet with in the Gir- 
cus, St. James's Park, &c. If they 
want Lampoon, let em turn to Tunbridg- 
Wells: And wou'd they gratifie their 
Spleen with railing againſt M rs 
of S----te, read Liberty and Property, the 
Splitter of Freebolds, &c. And becauſe 
there 1s a ſecret Pleaſure in being fa- 
miliar with one's Betters, which I call 
an Imocent Revenge, I cannot tell where 
to recommend you better, than to thoſe 
four Copies of Verſes inſcrib'd to the 
Eternal Fame of that Wonderful Poli- 


* / tician, Indefatigable Stateſman, Faith- 


ful Miniſter, Incomparable Patriot, 
Loyal Subject, Facetious * 
* 


_ pREFAGE. 
Harlequin le Grand, once the firſt in the 
Houſe, tho? the laſt in the Lift; who 
had the Honour to climb wi vt Merit, 
and to fall without Pity ; the © ; 
of Scribes, the Puniſher of Wit, and 4 
the Preſident of the P---ll---ry. 4 
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man Harlequin le Grand, G. * 1 
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nourable Sir Thomas Trevor, now Lord Trevor, 
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(1) 


— 


Job 5 Trid under the Perſecutions 
of Satan. 


Bi Umour thro” all the Eaſt Jobs Fall Pro- 
claim' d, [a 


Too ſwift a Ruin for a Man ſo Fam d, 
When from afar Three Faithful Friends repair 
To ſooth his Sorrows, and prevent Deſpair. 
From Sutab's Plains an Ancient Comrade came, 
Well known to Fob, Old Bildad was his Name; 
The News to Naamath had ſpread at laft, 
| Which made kind Zophar uſe his utmoſt haſte: 
And Theman's Head with Palms for ever Crown'd, 
Heard the fad News, and trembled all around; 
Its Lord, Wiſe Eliphas the Summons takes, 
And to aſſiſt his Friend, his Houſe forſakes. 
At diſtance, as they ſaw th' Unhappy Man, 
Tears from their Eyes in Laviſh Torrents ran; 
Their Eyes they hardly truſt, the Object ſeen 


+ They once remember had more Happy been; 
= Their 
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(2) 
Their Hair they tear; their Sable Garments rend, 
And on the Ground fit by their Wretched Friend: 
Seven Days no vent was to their Sorrow found, 
All proſtrate. lay upon the Humid Ground, 

And dreadful Silence walk d the Nighth Round. 


The Fruitful Frantain of the Eyes was dry, 
Nature no further Moiſture cou'd ſupply ; 
And Tears, ſo long had: plaid. their Mournful part, 


Words only cou d expreſs his Bleeding Heart: 


Thrice he Eſſay d to ſpeak, but the Parch'd Tongue, 


| Silent as Death, beneath the Palate hung; 


With much ado his Silence thus he broke, 
Whilſt liſt ning Angels writ down what he ſpoke. 


3 


Ye Heavens ! Unrivet but one Link of Fate, 


Forget that Day which to my Birth gave Date; 


Curſt be the Night, when from the Genial Bed 
I was in Triumph. to my Father led. 

O! Why was I not Strangled in the Womb, 
Or left my Cradle for a Peaceful Tomb : p 

For ever be that D forgot — — 


(3 


oO! may the Sun, at each revolving Year, 


Stop when. he ſees the Luckleſs Moment near: "= TY x 

Let diſmal Sereech- Owl: multiply their Notes, au, 

| And threaten Ruin from their Boding Throat: 

| May ſuch amazing Darkneſs then appear, _ 
To fright that Day and Night, from out the Year, 8 


Why did the 2idwife eaſe my Mothers throws ? 
Why did the Womb ſo willingly uncloſe, 
And me to Lin and Miſery Expoſe ? * 
= How Happy were I now, had I ne er been, = 
2 Had 1 the Miſeries of Life ne er ſeen? 85 jr 
With King, and Srateſmen ſhou'd my Dwelling have 
Within that dark retiring Room, the Grave; 
There Sin and Virtue both together reſt, 
The Poor is by the Tyrant Un- Oppreſt: 
The Priſ ner with the Judge undaunted lies, 
Nor dreads his Second Sentence, that he dies: 
Nor Great nor Small, the leaſt Diſtinction find, 
No Buſie Thoughts invade the -Labouring Mind, 
Bur all to the ſame Dungeon are confin'd. 
Why ſhou'd the Man that loaths the Light to ſee, . 
Drag on a Tedious Life of Miſery ? : 
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(4) 
Like wearied Travellers that long for Home, 
I wiſh for Death, but Death denies to come. 
What Uſe is Day of to the Man that's Blind ? 
Sure for his ſake the Stars were ne'er deſign d? 
The Stomach pall'd, why do you offer Meat ? 
Hunger is leſs a Pain than tis to Eat: 


With mightier Griefs my wearied Soul's oppreſt, 
Hunger can now no more diſturb my Reſt. 
Midſt Show'rs of Plenty 1 foreſaw this Storm, 
Yet all my Prudence cou'd not ſhun th' Alarm, 
Nor Patience gainſt the threatned Ruin Arm. 


No more cou'd Job his pitteous Plaints purſue; 
His Sick ning Soul into it ſelf withdrew, 
And Inward Monrn'd to ſhun the Publick View : 
When Zliphaz the wiſh'd Occaſion took, 
And in theſe Words his drooping Friend beſpoke. 


Im griev'd ' offend thee, Job, yet cannot bear, 
Unanſwer d, what thou offer ſt to my Ear: 

How can that: Man whoſe Counſels aw'd the Crowd, 
To whoſe Inſtructions Age it ſelf bas bow'd, 


Whoſe 


p 


33 
Whoſe _ Example has prevail d ** far 


To Cure the worſt of Evils, en Deſpair, x nn 


The Strong Confirm'd, the Fainting fill did Guard, 
By Preaching Patience „ as the ſureſs Ward? 

Thus by thy Precepts thow coud'ſt others ſave, 

Yet now refuſe what once to them you gave. 

I; this thy Strength, thy boaſted Piery, 

Who art a Slave to each Calamity ? 


Mint thou that Man that once thou ſeem dſt to bes 


Th unblemiſh'd Pattern of Integrity, 
Heaven n er bad. left thee in this Exigence, 


Nor thus repaj'd with Woes thy Innocence? 


It 5s the Wicked, who their God offend, 


Nuri d up in Vice, by ſure Deſtruction end. 


Whe Sow Iniquity, can never hope 
The Vicious Seed will better in the Crop: _ 
Th' Ungrateful Produ lifts its Sickly Head, 


And in its Infancy appears as Dead ; 


Shou'd it revive a Thouſand Danger ; paſt, 


Yet ſure Deſtruction is its due at laſt. 


The Mighty Robber, who by Rapine Lives, 
And by the Ruin of his Neighbour  Thrives, 
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And Envy needs no Ruin but itt bun. 


(69 
Has Miſe eries enough kept in reſerve, A 
His Laviſh Youth, bis Feeble Ape may Starve: 
Or in the midſt of Sin, whilf be Fr mung, | 95 * 
Find Sudden Fate __ "” one more Sata 


Shew me het Saint will in thy 258 2 * 
And for thy ſake become Petitioner 7 * | | 
The Fool is by himſelf beſt over-thrown, 1 


— 
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I've ſeen this IWretch all Beauteons to the Eye, | 
His Lofty Structure reach d the very oy... Non 


Like to 4 mighty Pi ine bis maving Head * I 
Did with its Top, the yielding e ne, — 5 1 1 


I've Laugbt at bis "ſuppo#'d Security, di q 78 
When 1 bebeld his ſudden Dunger nigh +011 Wy, N 
At once be fell, of Life and Wealth bereft,  * 
And Naked to the World bis Off ſpring left:; 
Then all his ill got Gains are ſuateb d away, | 

His Children's Portions made the Robbers Prey. 


How thou miſtak'ſt ! Afflictions do not come, 
Nor Troubles riſe from Earths all Fruitful Womb. 
4 i | By . 
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By Fate's Decree e 're Born to Miſeries, 


As Fiery Sparks mount upwards to the Shie 


Go then implore his Aid, at whoſe Command 
This vaſt Creation of Delightf! ul Land, 


Fer Fruitful. Boſom thus extending wide 


To fly the cloſe Embraces of the Tide, 
Commit thy Griefs to him; to. him Us Sorrows, give; 


Whoſe Nature tis thy Sorrows to relieve, 


| Whoſe mighty.-Works* Proclaim bis Deity, 


Unſearchable, to Reaſon's Purblind Be, 
Who ſends Refreſhment to the Thirſty Earth 
And to the Fields reſtores. the. Graſſy Birth, 


Who bears the Afflicted, Succours bis ſad Stare, 


But leave the Proud expo d to certain Fate. 
' The deſigning Man is over tbr, 
The Ruin he. intends his Neighbour proves bis on: 


The Wiſe is by bis Wiſdom oft betray d, 


Caught in the Snare he for another laid: 


_ The Tricking Stateſman hoaſs his Policy, 


Fancies his Plots above Diſcover rn; 
But when by Heaven Reveal d, they are ny 4 3 
Confounded, then bis Wit denjes bim Aid. 


Nor can his Fancy'd Senſe the coming oi — 
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(8) 
The Poor are always the Almi ghty's Care, 

Nor need they ever the Oppreſſor fear; 

The Great may Threaten, but without bis Leave 
Long they may Threaten Death, but cannot give: 


Under ſuch mild Corre&ion to Deſpair ? 
Heaven, 'as « Proof of Love, Affliction ſends, | 
But to remind the Patient be Offend: 3 
*Tis as @ Warning, r Deſtruction meant, 
Some unforeſeen Misfortune to prevent. 
That Hand that burts thee will again reſtore 

- Thy Sickly Fortune greater then before: 


Thou ſhalt deſcend in Honour to rby Tomb. 
Learn, and at my Expence, in time be Wiſe, 
Thy Suff rings as a Mark of Favour Prize, 
Hope better Fortune, and theſe Things deſpiſe. | 


Then the Afflicted Fob, with Grief oppreſt, 
His ſecret Sorrows in theſe Words expreſt. 
O! That I cou'd my Woes together bind, 


The Juſt bave certain Hope, then who ſhall dare 


Lite full grown Corn brought from the Harveſt Home, 


O! That my Grief were in one Scale confin'd. 


me, 


ne 


(9) 
The Countleſs Sands that bound the Foaming Seas 
Are light, are light indeed, compar'd to theſe : - 


So heavy are my Pains, ſo vaſt my Grief, - 


Word cannot eaſe, nor Silence bring Relief: 

My frighted Soul wou'd ſhun the Dreadful Rod, 
And fly the Preſence of my Angry God ; 

Do not my Shrieks convince you of my Pain 2 - 
Can you believe I without Cauſe complain 2 
Senſe is allow'd, ev'n to th' o're Labour d Brute, 


For at the Crib the weary Ox ftands Mute. 


Why ſhou d you fancy I alone ſhou'd be 
So much in Love with groſs Stupidity ? | 
Who is ſo Dull, the ſweets of Life to loſe, 


To hate its Good, and its Misfortunes chuſe ? 


Your idle Words do but encreaſe my Woe, 
And only from a Poiſon'd Judgment flow. 
Were you like me, you wou'd like me intreat, 
Within the * a Peaceable Retreat. 


That Heaven wou d now diſmiſs me from the Strife, 
The Sorrows and Vexations of this Life; 


n | Then 


(109 
Then in the Boſom of the | Earth .confin'd, © 
Free from the Torments of my Sickly. Mind, 
I might at laſt this wiſh'd for Quiet find: ) 
Vet hear me Heaven ! And let my Suff rings end, 
Thy pittying Ear to my Complainings lend. 
Why ſhou'd I hope to beg a longer Leaſe, 
To wiſh Aflict ions, and Deſpair's encreaſe? 
Am I a Stone? That I can thus withſtand 
Tür amazing Terrors of thy Heavy Hund 2 
If 1 from Man might gain the wiſflud Redreſs, 
1 from my ſelf might hope the beſt Succeſs. 
Senſe ſtill remains, but Eloquence is vin, 
And Wiſdom yields no- Balm to eaſe my Pain: 
wou d ye be thought my Friends, then Words prepare, 
Grateful as Mandi that Fan the Scorching Air, 
To lull my Sorrows, and prevent Deſpair? 


= e * * 3 | # 1 Fa 


While bleſt with Riches, I had many Friends, 
But Friendſhip ever in Affliction ends: 
5 My near Relations from my Ruin run; 
As from my Fall they did conclude their own; 
So Waters fly, their humble Fountains leave, 
Aud to the Oceans Court with Fury drive. 
Friendſhip, 


1 


C11 

Friendſhip, like Ire, does to the Eye mand | 
Tempting the Soles of the Traviller'y 2 
Solid it ſeems, but it is quickly gone, * 
And melts beneath the warm Meridian Sun; 295 
As well might Theme quit her Sun- burnt Plain, 
And fly to Sbæba for Refreſhing Rain, , 

As I find Comfort from ſuch Friends as theſe, 


*W/ 
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Hare 1 demanded ougfit not, I am Poor, 
Demanded onght from your abounding Store S 
Did I deſire you wou d your Force 2 
From the Sade. to redeem my Right * 2 

What have 1 donè that might your Scorn hae 
How has wed Tontzue offended, whilſt 1 ſpoks ? 
I wou ud be glad to 125 if 70 you in "Love, 3 5 


T 


And not in Aualce, wou 40 Your ' Friend Reprove. 
Reprove What for Reproof does Blu find 2 5 


8 


| Thou might. as well convince the Stormy Wind, 


Fr} 2951 orb 


As talk to one with Grief thus over-born, , 
Whoſe lit utters Words unlike his own. | 


's bank 


Why do you ſault the Helpleſs, © wrong the Poor, 


and to a load of Sorrow add yet more? 


Tou 


129 
You know I do not Lye : O! Then be gone, 
Be gone, and leave, me to my ſelf alone: 
You're ſeen my Life, ſuch as my Life has been, 
Such are my Secret Actions 


My Fudgment yet is ſound, and in Deſpight 
Of your Malicious Thoughts, I am Upright. 


Fird is the road of our Days by Fate, 
Each, like a — does his Minute wait: 


Expeds ks | Pay, a; the 4 Leb. 5 


But Months, of Pain and Sorrow I poſſeſz, 
Nor does the Night. afford me 2 Redreſs : 8. 
My Curtain's drawn about my Deum Bed, 
And the ſoft Pillow props my Penſtuc Head 

I try to Sleep, but O! I try in vain, 
Then Sigb and Wiſh the Day was come again; 3 
As when the Wind invades ſome Monument, 1 
And in its ſides bas made a mighty Rent; = 
A Scene of Horror to the Eye's, diſclosd, 
nd. al the Secrets of the Degd Expoyd; oP 


(13) 

Juſt fo do I appear; thus Ghaftly lie, 
And from the Loathſome Sight Divert my Eye: 
Corruption, Worms, and Duft, are now my ſhare, 
Yet Death's deny'd, and flies a Wretches Pray'r. - 


Swift are my Hours, they eagerly Poſt on,] 
And Weeks and Months inſenſibly are gone; 
Yet Hope at diſtance keeps, and ſeems afraid: 
To approach me now, and lend its needful Aid; 
My Life is only like a ruſtling Wind 
That ſwiftly flies, and leaves no 7raf# behind. 
No more ſhall Foy my wearied Soul delight, 
Nor Pleaſure entertain my Sick'ning Sight. 
When I am Dead, unminded I ſhall lye, 
Loft to the World, even in Memory ; 
For when thy Eyes have mark d my certain Doom, 
Swift as a Chad I vaniſh to my Tomb, 
For ever loſt, nor leave Enquiry room. 
He that is laid within his Peaceful Um, 
To his once lov'd Mayſion never ſhall return: 


The Palace which his own right Hand did Build, 
Scarce the remembrance of his Name ſhall yield, 
Why 


— — 


C14) 

Why ſhould 1 Silent be, ſince I have none 
To tell this hapleſs Story when I'm gone? 
No, no, I muft, I will my Griefs Proclaim, 
For Silence often argues us too blame. 


Good God! Why doſt thou fence me thus around, 
As Winding' Shores their Roaring Torrents bound? 
Is this for Immocence the juſt Reward ? -: - 
Like Ciiminals, Im ever under Guard, | 
And ſuch a Guard from whom no Man can fly, 
That — * * thy all We Eye. 


2 
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When tir'd with Une to my Bed I go, 
Or on my Couch this wretched Lumber throw. ;.- 
| Sleey flies my Eyes, the Terrors of the Night, 
Beyond the Plagues of Day, my Soul affright; 
Or if by chance refreſhing Slumber creep, 

And for a Moment nll my Cares A4feeep, 
Such dreadful Viſons paſs before my Sight, | 
I Trembling Wake, 'and Chide the Tardy Light. 
Death wou'd a Blſing prove, But Life's a Pain, 
Yet Proy'rs' nor Tears that Bleſſing can obtain, 


"#74 ＋ 


(19:3) 

TI loath, I loath, to drag this hated Chain, 
And beg to be reduc'd to Du/# again. 

Why? What is Mankind but Mortality 2 

To be the Darling of the Deity. 5 
Sprung from the Duſt, and yet Unrival'd * 

The Daily Bleſſing of their Maker's Care ? 


This is the Effect of Love, but too ſevere, 
Nor can I longer theſe Aſfictious bear. Ar 
O Pardon ! Whilſt Tve Pow'r t implore thy Aid, 

er I deſcend to Nights Eternal Shade, 
Where Silence and Oblivion ever Reign, 3 
And dreadful Darkneſs does her Sway maintain, C 
| There eren thou _ ſeek me, but in vain, . 


To whom thus Bildad anfwer'd, ————— 
How like the Winds ungovernable Rage, 

ben with a Warring Sea it does engage, 

Are theſe Wild Sallies of Infirmity, 

Where you Condemn the very Deity ? : 

Can God be Unjuſt ? ? Why doſt thou thus exclaim, 

And with * Sin * his Name? 


& 
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A: Thiſtles are deſtry d from farther growth, 
Cauſe the baſe Weed is but of little Worth, 

So did the Sinful Race untimely Dye, 

"As the Reward of their Impiety : 

To Heaven with Humbleſt Adoration Pray, 
And grateful Incenſe on the Altar lay : | 
The Juſt nc er Pray in vain, for Mercy's Ear 
Still open ftands to the Petitioner: 

The Dwellings of the Righteous fill appear 
Like the ſweet Bloſſoms of the Infant Year. 
From ſmall Beginnings mighty Torrents came, 
The Petty Riv'lets ſwell to Rapid Streams; 


* 


Have ferm d the ſpacious Navigable Seas. 


Even ſe the Juſt encreaſe ; one Family 


In time to many Tribes ſball Multiply. 


Examples are not wanting, caſt thy De 


Upon the Records of Antiquity; 
Thoſe Oracles thy Folly will convince, 
And ſhew bow Proſperous was Innocence. 


Bleft Sires! But O ! Degenerate Race 
| How do our Sins your Memory Diſzrace ? 
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There, J ob, within * Seed Annals rind, „ 
And trace che "Stories of the Pious Dead ; 
There thou 155 fee ſucceeding 4 es live, 
And by t Merits of their "Fathers thrive ; * 
Proſperity "and piety are 0 over jeyn d, 2 
You hardly one withour tbe « other find. All 
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Th Un jaft are but 4 Moments growth, a Day 
Gives their Rife "Binh, and. ſees its ift Dicay : 
Like Forward” OY Inviting "they © appear, duand bud. 
And boaſt the earlieſt Product 1 the Year : ; 
When Blaſted he Bud, they bang their Head, 
1 Blown, « the voner ' they are Dead: onw 2d 
Thus the Ungodly thrives, the for 4 bn 
Obſequious Tone be oltow 1 to Smile 58 G; oN 
The Lofty ” StruBfures Dp bimſelf be Builds, 0952 01 
And Reaps the Harveſt of 4 Thouſand F lb, 91264 #/ 
In Subſtarice Great, Great in » Authority, id 25 noc 
Rever'd by all for ſeeming Piety. 1931 2014.3 bak 
Yet Heav'n will find bim out, and Man ſhall fee we 
The juſt Reward of bit Hypoctifis : $2433 wat. bak 
At bis Deſtruction none Concern d an Met” n 
Unpitty'® and Forgotten be hall go'g 
C His 
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a3 
His very Name ſhall Periſh with bis Place, 
And on his Ruins riſe 4 Righteous Race. 
The Perfect cannot fail, che Sinner mut; 8 
Heaven loves the Righteous, but abbors 10 Vojuſd... 
If thou art Juſt, why; bon d thou then complain # 
Thou ſhalt thy former Gly ſee again; 
Smile then not thus Lament: On Heaven rely a 
That will thy Pains remove, renew thy J oy. 
On thy Inſulting Foes Revenge thy Wrongs, 
And G ward thee from the Mates of baſe Tongues... 


Well haft thou Argu', Bildes, Fob copies, 828 
But who is Righteous in his Makers Eyes ? 1 
Wiſdom is Heavens; its Pow'r is Abſolute, | 
Who then, without Offence, can here Diſpute? ; 4 
To oppoſe ſuch Pow'r wou'd. double Folly ſpeak, 
Where the Oppoſer does Deſtruction ſeek; _ 
When at his Ned the Hills their Stand forſake, 
And Earths Foundations at his Anger ſhake : 
At whoſe Command the Sun denies. to. riſe, | PR 
And Stars refuſe their brightneſs o the Skies ; 5 
Who like a Veil, the ſpacious Heavens has ſpread, 

And on the Waves as on dry Land does dread, 


Who 


(19) 
Who made Orion and the Pleidej, 0 + 7 © 
To whom he gave the Empire of the Sas. 
The Wat'ry South in Chambers he confin d, 
And put à Briale oer the Driving Wind: : 
The Wonders of his Pow'r who can 3 
And to define that Pow'r, or Skill is leſs. 


I loath this Burthen of a Life, and ſeee 
Deftra&#ion. won't diſtinguiſh Pi: 
Alike his Ainiſters the Swotd employ, _ - +7 
The Perfe# and Unjuf alike Deftroy : 

In. vain the Guiltleſs Pleed; thi avenging Swot 


Vaſt are che Bounds which the Ungod)y hae, 
And Heaven and Cbanes thoſe vaſt Dominion gate 
Goodneſs and Greatneſs ſeldom are a' Rin, 
The dffance is too great that's ſet between: 
The Hoary Fudge, juſt dropping to his + 
To Sordid Bribery is ſtill a Slave : 
Thus what Heaven pleaſes, ever ſhall be W 
2 _— — do none. "vs Bu 


Cuts ſhort his Ples, nor Anſwer will afford? 
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If I am Mieked, Ol. I-ftriveiin wan, 5560 gd 
With Floods:of Tearsjtoiwaſh mes white again 
How hall I dare as Man, a worthleſs Aue, 
To hold diſpute: witch Pow r ſo Infinite ? 104 
Which if twill ceaſe ro afflict, I wilk appear 
Bold in my Incence; and voidiob Feat ? 
Then willingly I will my Task begin, 
And prove Em Gaile of impured3 Sing 1 
Till that's allow'q:-Lionly. can 5 9 A 
But never hope for Happineſs: agaim 4 
: oil odils e bas , L 
Dom Sick Soul Lit does a Bucthen prove, a 
Vet nothing can the datj,ãét æ Lad Hreme-F 2. ft 59 
The. Sriny Currents flow anithout coritreuu , | 
And &ighs come ftuſhing:ifrom my tarturd Soul 
O God! All I: implore; is but to % . ©... 
What: I have dome to be affficted: ſua ? 
Is there Nesceſſien the Fof muſt be 
The daily Marks ef thy Severity d ⁹⁰ ene 
Whilſt che Ungally their full Home rea; 
And ev'n to excaſß cenjoy a proſti sou Crop 
Art thou like Man, whoſe ſhort Sight cannot ſee 


Beyond the reach of groſs Mortality? 


Are 
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Are thy Yeats limited, their. Number told - 1 
Or is the Period af thy Days enroll'd 2 e A 
Ceaſe to enquire, and to afflict me, ceaſe, 20 Ilir 
Let me alone t enjoy a little Peace. | | 1 2 
Thou know'ſt, O God! For who but God can tel 
That no Tranſgreſiom in my Soul does dwell 2, . 
If I am Guilty, were Earth at my Command, -, ;, 
It cou'd not favs me from thy Pow'rful Hand 2 T 
The Work of thy Almighty Hand yet muſt, 1A 
Since tis Decreed, bs. brought: again to Duſt ? | 1; 
Kneaded from Cly reſia d, tis hard to fall, 

Shaken by OW" to my ny im I AY UL 


How artfully this Pann was * isn d. 
Whilft yet within the teeming, Womb confin'd 2. A 
What Tongue can tell what vaſt Variety 
Of little Veſſels in the Body lie? 1 
The Faid 5 ubſt auce does the circuit N 1 
The Heart's the Fountain that ſupplies the Tide: ur 
In narrow Channels, Life-conducing } Blood N r ban 
Waters the little World with ats Purple 3 1 
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With Nerves and Bees the Work is Fine J within, 
And yet Unfniſhd is the great Machine, 
Till over all is caft the Cloathing Skin : 
Thus was I form'd, with Life and Favour bleſt, 
The eboicef of thy Bounties I poſſeſt. 
But why this change of Fate to me's unknown, 
And is diſcover'd to thy ſelf alone; KI 
To thee «lone, who only can deſery, 
And: juftly Puniſn" my Impicty. 
If I am Wicked, Puniſhment's my due, 
And my Deſerts, if I am found Untrue + 
If Fuf, I will not, nor I dare not ſpeak, 
Yer ſure my Heart will with Affi&ion: break ; 
Therefore do thou with Pity view my Pain, 
Nor the Submiſſion of my Soul diſdain. 


Hunted 1 am juft like a Beef of Prey, 
And Groan beneath my Suff ring all the Day : 
Then for a Moment my A4fii#ions ceaſe, - 
And o'er my Soul thou ſpreads thy Wings of Peace; 
When ſtrait behold new Miſerics aſſail, 
And pour upon me like à Storm of Hail, 


* 


weatied 


0239 
Wearied with theſe new Plagues thou doſt deriſe, 
T encreaſe my Pain, by changing aui. mw 
Again the ſhifting Scene preſents my Sight 
; | With Thouſand Enemies prepar'd for Fight, 
3 Which from my Eyes their Balmy Slumber: fright. 1 
And was I Born for this? O! Rather why IN 
Was not that Hour appointed me to Dye ? 
How had I baffled the expe#ing Crowd, 
If from the Womb I'd ſlip'd into the Shrowd ? 
Behold my Race of Life is almoſt run, 
Already I am paft my 17 Noon, 
And haftily declines the Setting Sun. 
Forbear to affſict, let me ſome Comfort have 
Before I take Poſſeſſion of my Grave; 
Before my Journey to Eternity, 
Deep does the way beneath the Centre lie, 
Where Iightſome Day ne'er chears the gloomy Shy. 
Where pitchy Clouds the diſmal Vault: Invade, 
And all around is one continued Shade; þ 
A Land of Darkneſs, from whoſe dreadful Bourn | 
Fate has forbid our Footſteps to return; 
A Land of Death, and of Obſcurity, 


Where Night for ever Rules, and Anarchy. 
C 4 Zopbar 
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Zophay ſevere in his ; returns, 5 Storm d loud, bs 
And thus accus d bim to the liſtening Crowd ; 
Vain Boaſter ! To preſume thou art Upright, 

45 bamelſs fandf before thy Makers Sight ; ; 

0! That he 0u * himſelf i in Perſon come, L 
And from bis Sacred Mouth pronounce thy . Doom : : 
Shew rhee what Wiſdom is, and what thou art, 
The difference 'erwixt thy Meaning and thy Heart. | 
J tell thee, Wrerch, Sight are iheſe Mulerics, 5 
If meaſur 4 with thy own Iniquities: 

Doſt thou pretend to ſearch Immenſiy, 

And to Perfection know the Deity ? 

As far unſearchable 1 Reaſon - Eye 

As the Receſſes of the atmo Sky : | 
Thou might f as well pierce with thy Mortal $; ee | 
Thro Hells wide Regions, over void of Light, | 4 
To find bim out, the difance i is ſo vaſt, | 5 


Compariſon in this is even beſt, 


For Seas, tho diftant, fill muſt meet a Coaſt. 

All our Conceptions of God's Excellence 

Are but imperfect Gueſles, from imperfe&t Senſe: | 
From bim alone we Wealth and Being have, : 


And be may take what be fo Freely gave. 
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het the be Kill or Heal, Deftray, or B r, B 


Wu N 
Pho ſhall the Loſs. bempan, or the, — 3 
* bis ern Glory even thing is Ar NG 559e 30 WH 
And be depends upon bimelf alone 3 ; _ % - * 
For Man fo Queſtion. with the. De D 3 1 1 


Is to 4) tf Degree, D bigh, 4 — bs, E : 5 
The Hypocrite affectt to be. bought, Wiſe, 

To hide his Ackions feen obſerving, Eyes; 
He puts on Zeal, the lafeft, beſt Diſgniſe. - 
What tho * World 5 e Heaven comet be, I - 
Thin is the Veil e of May's Hypocriſe; 3 
TDbe darkeſt Plots, the Eye of Heaven does fd, 
The lode'd in the choſe. Chambers of rhe Mind ; 58 
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How then can Man. eſcape his Wrathful Hand, | 


Who wilifully Tran{greſſes Heaven 8 Commend, „ 
How little cauſe has he of Senſe to 25 


1 es bis a * „ tis vl Ma. 3. 
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Ts x over „ Sinful, is not over „ Wits. . 

| Man does Mi judge of Wiſdom ; only be 
Is truly Wiſe that loves Integrity ; 

The 1 one lit Beaſts, n- Den 
4 Sin Ae above. Brutality. | ned od'l 
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Woe dft thou find Peace, wos' dft thou from Pain be free, 
Remove the Cauſe, leave tby Impiety : 2 
If by Oppreſſion hou haſt wrong d the Poor, 
Tenfold, to make amends, thou ſhou'dft refore 
To Angry Heaven, with Sacrifice repair, 
And with a Contrite Heare prefer thy Pray'r ; 
Then may ft rhou boldly boys again to ſee DES 
4 blooming Spring of freſs Proſperity ; 
No more ſhall theſe Afflictions wrack thy Mind, 
Scarce the Remembrance ſhall be left bebind ; 
Thy Winter like « Summer ſhall appear, 
And prove the happier Seaſon of the Tear ; 

Belov'd of all, in Peace thou ſhalt Polſeſs 
The loft remains of Life in Happineſs. 
F aſſur d of this, who ſcorn thy Fortunes now; . 
| Shall Flatter once again, and to thy Plenty bow : 
Their Expectation, and their Hope ſhall t 
Like Tranſient Mifts chat Cloud the Azure Sky; 
Like hope of Life : fo ne that's Doom ah to Die. 


Then ſpake * Uzzit you are * rous s Friends, | 
Whoſe borrow'd Light a feeble Lufre lends, 
And when you Die, your Fame for Knowledge ends. 
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1 know as well as you relate, 
In Senſe your equal, tho depreft by Fare : 
Why do you thus my Miſeries deride ? 
Why vent the Venom of your ſecret Pride, 
And 'ftead of Comfort, thus Unfriendly Chide ? 
Shou'd God, at my Requeft, my Cauſe defend, 
'Tis gainſt your Nature to be Virtues Friend; | 
You Judge by Circumſtance, and outward Show, 
And 'tis Succeſs makes Man your Friend or Foe, 


| 


Once to have Flouriſh'd can no Favour win, 
Riches are Goodneſs, Poverty's à Sin; 
Proud of your Store, whilſt you ſecurely ſtand, 
You ſcorn to lend a ſinking Friend your Hand : 
"Tis proſperous Villany that now bears Sway, 
The Rich, tho' bad, the Vulger ftill Obey : | 
But 'tis in vain they Plot, God's piercing Eye : 
Does ſoon detect their Vicious Policy. 
The Fudge gives Sentence, as tis firſt Decreed, 
4 By him the Priſoners not Condemn'd or Freed, 
He Gravely fills the Bench as a Stare-Tool, 
And ſpite of all his Law, is but a Fool; 


Kings 


r 
Kings are no more than common Men, to him, 
The Be er bas wich God a like Eſteem: 
Now this King Reigns, and does his Glory ll, 


8 | 
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Proud to. behold his Rival Monarch Kneel. e 
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When the next Battle turns the Tott ring Scales, 
The,. 7 for flies, the wanſiuiſb 4 Side prevail: F 
The Orator no more ,delights his Audience, 
Robe of his Graces. and. his Eleguence; 

And Aged Steteſman finds. a want, of Senſe. I 
By Heavens Command even Kings deſcend their 
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Strip'd of their . Purple, and their. Pig Ci 
FL - pf * 52 1 14 ; 


All, this. wy. 1 haue * png as vou, | 
What I have utter d, Knowledge. vouches true: 
Believe, not. Jour Experience more - [than mine, 
In Human Actions, or in Thing; Divine. 
Truth is to you. a. Stranger, you deviſe 
Falſe Notion, Formal Tales, and Speciaus Lies, 
For not one Word Jour Virtue Juftifies : 5 
Like Seuſeleſt ache, the Med'cines. you, apply. . 
Heigtens, but cannot Eaſe the Melady, 
Aud he that takes * Phyfick needs muſt die: 
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Wou'd you be thoughtmy:/Bieniswho'thiis''adviſs/ 
Tu tell yo how your Comfels:1 wilt pRzg; © 
For ever hold your Peace, andi ſhalbifunk you Wife 
Adviſe you cannot, therefors ought. tb fheif, 
Bridle your Tongües, and lend u ſerious! Big! bn4 
How Impiouſty your Arguments are bent 
Againſt all riglit td Judge the Innocents i Los” 
No more thus Wckedly for God : diſpute 7 
Fairly you cannot What I urge eonfu te 
Who made you Judges vf , e 
And how: &imevyoh Gol Sibſtithtes*o be 2 
Ye abjifh Threrchtt, how Weu'di vob appear; vb 
Wou'd God che Secret d but Hearts deblätes“ 
How ywou'di you Premble ad Confounded fund, 
If once you. felt che Vengeante of his Hind 2 
Trod to your native Dirt, forſaken lie, 

A. dire Examplecto Phe I D 05 v656 10 
Forbear fuck; Pee, wirt Patiener Hear mie ſpeak,” 
For tis but juſt E eme Defence fu d make 
And I will ſpeatz ſinee Tur direkt my Tongue; 
How can that Riän offetid"WhS'Boks h6 Wing 
ecure that wH¹ö I offer ſhalk b Faph”* e 
ill ꝙroceed, nor e er my Fate diſtruſt. 


: Why 3 


C 30 ) 

Why, why ſhou'd 1 deſpair, why tear my Hair? 
Or take of future Life. no farther Care? 
Shou d God deſtroy me, yet I will relie 
Only on Him, when deep in Earth I lie, 
And will proceed my ſelf to Juſtifie, . 
He my Salvation is, Him I ſhall ſee. 
Deck d in the Glory of his Majefty:. _ 
This is my Hope ; but ſure che Hypocrite 
Shall never come before his Righteous: Sight, * 
Hear me: For once I thought you Friends indeed; 
Hear, if you can, my injur'd Virtae Pleads ?: 
Ready I ſtand, I wiſh, my Cauſe was Try d, 
Auſurd I am I ſhall, be Juſtif/ d. 

Come, who my Iadidment reads? — 1 
And, 35 a Martyr, unto 7Tzarb will die. 
Of Heaven Two Things 1 * i Pain, 
Remove theſe Plague, and make me whole — 


rn 
"2 


Let not thy dreadful. Preſence terriſie 057 
So very much, not to admit Reply. LBA 
This granted, I am ready to defend... voll 


My Cauſe, and on my Innocence pant; 99685 
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| And from he Fudge « of all, receive, their Dans; 3. 
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Produce my, Charge: O How have I Tranſgreſs'd 1 
What are che Sins that chus Polute my Breaſt ? 2 
Why all this Labour to undo 2 nue, 3 
Already. Faded ike | 2 witherd Beach ? 


Of Woman Born, the Beft and Viſeſt Man | 
In vain tires An, to lengthen our his Span ; EE 
753343 £7 
Like Flow'rs, we Bloom, ſmile at the Rifong Sun, 
But O How | quickly .« our ſhort Task is done ; * 


4 * 8 0 π ⁹ 
For at his Setting even our Race is run. 


Gan 2 i 


Suffer me then in Peace my "Hour to live, : 
Ceaſe for a. lee while, | my, Soul to griere;, 3, : 4 
n 5 aa 


There is a time prefixe, "when all muſt come, 
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Till then I wou'd be Ain, till thy Wrath i is paſt, 


G een d dds K 5 
And then, even chen, wou d 8. to be the laſt: 
* VIA gue. £3. yrenk Th A,” WA 
Death nevge. can be Brib d, cherefore wou d 1 
11515 din ere VA wot vhs 
Till chat Ho ur, comes, in i Peace forgorten . 
| | A vat We he min 11 an W (Nad 
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Torn by the Roots, the lofry Aonteins fall, 
In their on Ruins find a  Feneral ; ns OT 
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As So fiat Streams chro Marble Quarries drive, 
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And by Pegrees 5 Flas a paſſage tire; 
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BYTES IN Trig 1 1 21 woH SS SQ 1&1, res © 5891 
So does the Hype of Man each How dec, 
6 figand vat uod endl 53679 2nje offs 54 it 

Security too often does it ſelf betray ; 
LTH 6 ban uod 2101 3 7 


All he forec i N does 1 | 
And turns o Nr Pet kope of Fo: | 


nad u bas adi © 003 acmgt 10 
Here br a while be Paus'd, 22 eman's rince 
£ et 10 1580 05013 4 51 C3 Mis 20112 1 nl 
In bitter Terms arraigns his Innocence. | 
LE wy iA 9413 18 Sum! Wend 3s 0 ue 1 41. J 
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ReſpeB + Heaven 5s —_ 0 more thy Care, 

Nor 2 thew ſeek ; 


its! 1 84 0 35 How EI dz boA 
5 gry God with Prayer : | 
210 — 40 4 a IJ} I! "$438 8 1820 
Art chow 1 * Frame of f Earth, 
gi nog. eg, fir e g 10H I Hi 
Or betft thu der the Hillh were mads thy Birth? 


od bis Secrets only ſhow'd to thee, 
N St mend Nt tol 213 2100 2d: yo © 
15 Ms alone diſcls'd the Myftery : 
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2 haſt thou ſeen, that is to us unknown? 
Or elle is Wiſdom given to thee alone? 
Thy ſecret Pride will fatal to thee prove, 
Why doſt thou ſlight theſe Overtures of Love? 
Too Willful Wretch, all Deaf to Mercy's Cries, 
Thou flop ft thy Ears, and ſhut ſt thy Guilty Eyes; 


1 Eacb Word, each Action, does padus 6 Crime, 


And Mute in Sullen Silence dof Blaſpheme: 
Who can be Righteous that is Born in Sin, 

The troubled Fountain makes the Stream unclean? 
When in bis fight the Heavens imperfe® ſeem, _ 
And Saints themſelves are capable of Blame; 
How Loathſome then the Race of Man appears 
Whoſe Numerous Sins out-vie the Countleſs Stars. 


O lind to what I ſpeak a ſerious Ear, 
And what 1 know, Ill Faithfully declare; 
In Pain the Sinner drags. « Hated Life, : 
Incumbred with Anxieties and Strife; 
He knows his Days are but a ſlender Date, 
Yet knows not when their Period's fix d by Fate: 
Even in Proſperity be dreads ſurprize, 
Aud Fear is ever brooding in his Eyes; 
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His harden'd Soul does from Repentance fly, 
Net always thinks fome ſudden Danger nigh: 
Trembling be ſeeks bis Lawleſs Food, afraid 
Left evry Moment be ſhould be betray'd; 
Trouble and Anguiſh his Companions are, 
Which in his Breaſt foment Inteſtine War; 
I Unfrequented Houſes he reſides, 

And dreading Ruin, *midſ# of Ruin bides. 


Be not deceiv'd, nor truſs in Vanity, 
For on a Faithleſs Friend thou doſt rely; 
Tho" Green the Branch, it finds a ſwift decay, 
And in its Dawn concludes its Promis'd Day: 
So Unripe Fruits are from their Branches thrown, 
And from their Stalks are new Born Bloſſoms blown ; 
Fer Fire (all Burn t Aſſembly of th Unjuſt, 
Whom Bribes Corrupt to falſiſie their Truſt. 


Then Job, — — — 


All this before I've heard; what nothing new, 
Still the Old Path of Folly you. purſue ? 
Such Wretebed Comforters Man never knew. 


Why 


JEE — 


. 
Why this Exceſs of Talk? O Obffinate! 
Thy Words new Trouble to my Soul create; 
How can' ſt thou take Delight to Plague thy Friend? 


When will thy tireſome Reas'nings have an End? 


Were I like you, ſuch Anſwers I cou'd uſe, 
With Unavailing Talk your Ears abuſe; 


And whilſt I ſeem'd to Pity, I cou'd Smile, 


And at your Sufferings unconcern'd,  Revile: 


This I cou d do: But ſure my Bleeding Heart 


Wou'd in a Friends Afflickion ſhare its part: 
My Words ſhou'd be like Balm to Heal your Grief, 
And ev'ry * bring ſome kind Relief; 

Yet gentleſt Fords are all miſpent on me; 
Nor Silence can aſſwage my Miſery, 


Even Company is tireſome to me now, 


And Friendſhips ſelf does out of Faſhion grow: 


For I am made to Loath my ſelf I ſee, | 
And I abhor my own Deformity : 
The Wicked at my Rain Laugh, around they wait, 


And grieve to find Deſftru#ion comes ſo late: 


Impatiently they ſtand, with eager Eyes, 
All ready to Devour the unhappy Prize 3 
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With Peace and Plenty I have long been bleſt, _ 
Still Storms aroſe to rob me of my Reſt: 
Like ſome Tall Pine that long on Ida ſtood, 
The Pride and Glory of the Mighty Wood ; 
So did I ſtand, Reſpected and Ador'd, 
And had Obedience from the Servile Crowd ; 
Till Heaven Conſpir d to ſhake my happy State, 
And let me to the Worlds opprobrious Hate. 
Now all at once Affliction ruſhes on; 
Th impetuous Torrent hurries me along: 
Deſtruction on Deſtrufion, Ruin on Ruins lie ; 
And Heaven on me pours its Artillery: 
Vile Sackcloth on my Body I have ſpread, 
And Aſhes cover my diſhononr'd Head : 
My weeping Eyes ſupply a ready Flood ; 
Reflect they are, as they had Wept in Blood : 
Yet ſtill my own Sincerity I truſt, 
And tho' afficted I am not Unjuſt : | 
O Earth ! If thou art Conſcious of my Guilt, 
Reveal the Blood my impious Hands have ſpilt; 
In vain, if Guilty, are my Pray'rs preferr d, 
The Ears of Mercy to ſuch Pray rs are barr'd, 
The 
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The Sacred Records of the Holy Sky 
Bear Witneſs with me of my Integrity, 
Your baſe Reflections little move my Mind; 
Unto Heavens Will my Thoughts are all reſign'd. 
Wou'd God allow, I wou'd my Cauſe defend, 
And freely Plead with him as with a Friend : 

In a few Years I muſt return to Earth, | 
A Tribute due to Nature, whence I took my Birth ; 
Thence no return is ever to be made, 8 


From that irremiable diſmal Shade. 


My Snuff of Life, lends but a Sickly Lighr, 
Th' aſpiring Flame foretells the Eternal Night ; 
Vet in my utmoſt Pangs, your Scorn is more 
Than all the Miſeries I felt before. 

O! Tm become the publick Scorn and Hate, 
And as their common Feft, am Pointed at; 
My Eyes are blind with Mieeping, pale my Face, 
I ſeem the Shadow now of what I was. 
The Fuff may wonder at my ſudden Fall, 
And Pity me, ſince uſeleſs Pity's all: 
Yet my Example ſhall prevailing be, 
And they like me ſhgll hate Hypocriſie. 
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The Upright in his Innocence ſhall Truſt, | 
And Hell ſhall ne'er prevail againſt the Jus. 


O Then forbear, ceaſe to AMidt y your Friend, 
At length let your unjuſt Reproaches end: 
Strangers themſelves wou'd Bluſh ro uſe me fo, 
But a falſe Friend is ever the worſt Foe. 

If I have Sin'd, who can the Crime attone ? 


The Puniſhment has fall'n on me alone. 
How can you baſely chus Inſult my Fate, 
And proudly Triumph o'er my unhappy State: 
Of Heaven forſaken, and with Woes vert, 
1 neyer can obtain a Moments Reſt: 

I tell my Sorrows, and reveal my Grief, 
But O! In vain I beg a kind Relief; 

Tm faſt, I ſtrive in vain to ſhun the Snare, 
No way to break my Fetters does appear ; 
Stripd of my Glory, I am Naked left, 

Of all my Pompous Ornaments bereft: 

Hope like a Shadow. ſeems, but hardly ſeen, 
And ſtraight it Wings its haſty flight again. 
Th avenging Miniſters of Heaven are nigh, 
And Frowning treat me as an Enemy : 


Where- 


as 8 


1 

Where-eer I turn my Eyes, Deſtruction ſtands, 
And Smiles to find her Prey ſo near her Hands. 
My Brothers from my ſudden Ruin fly, 

And Friends eftrang'd deſpiſe my Miſery. 


O! I had drawn a Scheme, — but Fate breaks in, 
And makes me leave in haſt the imperfect Scene: 
My Hour draws nigh, when I in Peace ſhall go 
Down to the gloomy Wilderneſs below; 
Where vile Corruption and baſe Reptiles breed, 
And on their Fellow Creatures daily feed : 

For they, as well as Man, receive their Bicth | 
From One Original, all Fruitful Earth ; 
There is the end of Hope, in that Obſeurity, 
Worms and Mankind together bjended lie, 


But yet — 
1 know my Saviour Lives, whom I ſhall ſee 
At the laſt Day, in all His Majeſty : 
On Earth I ſhall behold him and appear 
In the fame Robe of Fleſh, which now I wear: | 
And tho' devouring Worms this Garb conſume, 
Whilſt I lie Moulding in the ſilent Tomb; 
= - Let 


Yet ſhall theſe Eyes behold him reconcil'd 
To me, Indulgent, Merciful and Kind. | 
Ceaſe to Afflic me, ſince my Cauſe is juſt ; 
Nor to your own Opinions ſafely truſt ; 


For to your Sorrow you at laſt ſhall know, 


Juſtice is ſure, tho late ſhe gives the Blow. 
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OR 3 


FOX 


N Times of Yord L wheit Brutes were 
Speakers 


And Men were only reckon 'd Sneakers, 


| There was a Fox of great Renown, ue, 
One of th' Supporters of the Crown, 
Which kept the meaner Beafts at odds, 
About their Worſhipping their Gods, 
And ſet the others at defiance, 
Becauſe he had ſuch near Alliance ; 
With a ſtrong Neighb'ring Lyon made . aul 
That was brought up to th' fighting Trade: 
And had procur d immortal Fame, | 
As had the Lyomeſs his Dame: CC. 
For 


CH. 
For ſhe was Sly and always near 

The Regal Lyon's gentle Ear, 

And did obſerve the ſubtle Fox, 

Much taken with her goldy Locks. 


Sir Ren (quoth ſhe) I hope't's no Sin, 
Since you and Tre ſo near a kin, 

To talk in private now and then, 

And ſettle Matters where, and when 8 | 

For you know what a Charge we bear, 
That we muſt manage with great care, 

While my dear Spouſe is at the War. 


I muſt confeſs I bear a weighe 
Enough to ſink the Richeſt State, 


| While you pour in ſuch unheap'd Meaſure, 


As will conſume-a Nations Treaſure. 
Alas you think not what you do, 

We cannot now much further go; 

Let us purſue our Eaſe and Sport, 
You rule the Country, I the Court: 
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We need no Fareign Dangers fear, 
The Noble Lyon hunts the Bear, 
And makes us fafe and happy here. 
While you prevent the Pantber's Race, 
From what they aim at Pow'r and Place; 
For tho' they're beautiful, it's true, 
We have ſome other things in view, 
The World knows not, twixt I and you. 


Madam, quoth Ren, tis by your Grace, 
I ſmile with ſuch a Court Grimace, 


For who can frown, that fees your Face? 


Your Features fair, inſpire me fill, 
I'm but a Slave to a& your Will ; 
If you're Religious, I am ſo, 


And whom you hate, I'll make my Foe. 


See if the Panthers dare complain, 

Or any murmur at your Reign. 
While I this Magick Wand controul, 
Which is the Nations better Soul; 
The Panthers are a ſuppliant brood, 
That own the golden Colf's their God, 
And they Il pay Homage to my Rod. 
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As for the Geeſe they are our Friends ) 


Tho' it is all for their own ends ; £23 
And that I will Religion teach; 

L ſhall do ſo while in their reach. 

But if they'd read old e/£ſop o'er, 

They might have thought on this : Before 


They think Tm Godly, cauſe I Preach, C 


The Fox begins his Prey to ſeize, 


He Preaches, then beware the Geeſe. 


There are ſome Wolves that grin and fleer, 
To ſee the Fox exalted here, bs 
And to your Lyonſhip ally'd ſo near. | | 
But, Madam, on my brutiſh Word. 
1 value not the Beaſts a T----d ; 


But will, with all induſtrious Care, 


Still pay my chief Devotions here: 

Tl ſet the Geeſe to gabble at em, 

For tho' I fear em not, I hate em ; 

They are ſuch ſtrange inſulting Cattle, 

Tho' they can't hurt, they'll give you Battle, 
And joyn with the wild Pautbers Race, 

If they can bring me to Diſgrace z 

1 The 


(45) 
Tho' Wolves and Panthers ne'er agreed 4 
They will Unite to make me bleed. 


But I have got ſome Swans that Sing 
Louder than a Church-Bell can Ring, 
Thoſe Tll imploy to deaf the Cry, 
That mong the Wolves and Panthers fly, 
For they're ſo hot, they miſs the Scent, 
And then repine with Diſcontent. 

They cannot gain what they deſign, 
Becauſe the Fox ſoon ſprings the Mine, 
And ſo diſcovers the Deceit 
They lay to catch him as a Bait : 

But all their Nets are yet too thin 

To hold me, ſhou'd I once get in. 
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They may perhaps ſome Geeſe enſnare, 10 


Who are too heedleſs to beware, | 
And think the Panthers ſhou'd be kind, 
"Cauſe once they met a civil Hind. 

The Wolves, for ſure they hate and fly, 


You know the Cauſe as well as 12 


6460 
If they'd ſucceeded, as they thought, 8 
Then you and I had come to nought, 
So we have reaſon to look ſhy, 
And put on Airs, when they are by. 


The Geeſe deſpiſe em, you may Swear, * 
They love a Beaſt with a long Prayr; 
And Wolves are ſaid to be profane, N 
Becauſe they were ſo the laſt Reign, | 5 
Tho now they're Godly without gain. 4 


But pray, Sir Ren, what can it be, 
That makes the Gerſe ſo ſhy of me, 
Since I eſpouſe, with you, their. Cauſe, — 
And fave them from the Panther's Laws? 
I wonder why they ſhou'd not join 
Me, with your Lordſhip, in their Wine ; ; 
Or Sing the wond'rous Things I've done, 
Since my auſpicious Reign begun. 
How Tre a Treaſury of Pelf, 
That I have hoatded up my felt; 
And tho' the Lyon gain great ſtore, 
1 get, leſs dang rous ways, much more; 


iS 
If Honour's purchas d Tm the Spring, 
If *tis rewarded, you're the King; 


What wou'd we more, we cannot have, 
Life we preſerve, from Death we ſave 5 
But Gratitude to none beftow : 

That is the only Debt we owe. 


Well, Madam, we'll pay off the Score 


At once, twill make the Favour more, 
When Panthers are turn'd out o'th' Door. 
The Geeſe will Triumph then, and ſay, 
Who wou'd not ſuch a Beaſt obey, 

As guards with ſafety all our Flocks ? 
Henceforth we'll ever chuſe a Fox. 
Then let em, if they dare deny, 

To own your Beaftly Majeſty. 

For my part I. ſhall ever ſhow, 

What to the Lyanneſti I owe, 

My Love, and Duty both beftow. 

But tis moſt ſtrange among the Herd 

You ſhou'd be neither lov'd, nor fear'd, 
'That all your fighting Lord has done, 
Of Friends ſhou'd not engage you one ; 


'Tis 


* 
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'Tis Malice all, and Wolßſh Spite, 
Let em grin on, they cannot bite: 
We both ſhall live to mock their Folly, 
And raiſe their Spleen and Melancholly ; 
Pll dreſs me ſpruce, begin to ſpark it, 
| Among the Racers at New-marker, 
1 know the Geeſe ſuch Fools-cops are, 
To think I do it for the Air: 
But you and I know better things, 


For we are rais d upon their Wings, 
And for them have good cauſe to Pray, 
But we ſhall all their Favours pay, 
And clear their Score another way. 


I hope, my Lord, you do not mean 
That cer the Geeſe ſhould Rule again, 
They are ſuch noiſy, fooliſh' Fowl, 
Fd rather you'd promote the Owl: ; 

Who tho they can i'th' Dark ſee Light, 


When th Sun ſhines brighteſt, have no Sight. 


The Panther is a Noble Brute, 
And fit for Pow'r without diſpute, 


And 
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And tho they ſtrive all to offend you, 
'Tis becauſe the Geeſe commend you; 
They all ſuppoſe you are their Creature, 
Not thinking tis againſt your Nature, 
For tho you love to ſee them Fat, 


It is, that you may kill and eat. 

The Panther knows you can't deſtroy him, 
But you have Power to annoy him, 
Therefore he won't ſubmit to "thoſe 
Severe Commands you wou'd impoſe. | 
Now, I deſire, | your Beaſtſhip wou'd 
Conſider th' beſt, for both our gaod, 
Since, as a Brute, you do profeſs 
Such kindneſs for the Lyoneſi. 


Madam, you have advis'd aright, 

For to the Panther T've no Spite, 

No other rival Brute I fear, 

The Wolf's too near a kin to th Bear, : 

And cannot gain much Favour here. 
Therefore, it is my Policy 

To be to all the Panthers ſhy. 
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As for the Geeſe, I am their Ward, 
And they believe me their Safe-guard ; 
So that I am in Conſcience bound, 

To keep em from the greedy Hound; 
Not, but I always did deſign 
To pick their Feathers off as mine, 
And, Im in hopes, you'll not diſdain, 
To add them to your Peacock Train. 


A Swan came to me tother Day, 
And told me he expected Pay, 


For he had well deſerv'd Reward, 


Being he was the Fox's Bard; 
That, he had Sung ſo long for me, 
The Beafts began to Mutiny, 


And threaten'd they wou'd clip his Wing, 


If cer again they heard him Sing. 

At laſt a Gooſe ſet up her Quill, 
And did the Fields with Muſick fill, 
When ſoon the 4/5 began to Bray, 
Said, he'd as much as Geeſe to ſay: 
Then all the Brutes with wonder gaz d, 


TO know what had this Hybbnb rais d. 


They 
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They all concurr'd, and ſpake as one, 
What is the Fox ſo gen'rous grown, 


That Geeſe and Aſſes change their Tone ? 


A little Weaſel ſtanding by, 

| Soon gave them all a Reaſon, why 
Theſe Brutes were of the Fox ſo fond, 
Becauſe he'd drawn them into Bond ; 
And did deſign the reſt to Fleece, 
By kind afliſtanee of the Geeſe. | 

The A/ diſdain d to come behind 

The Swan, or Geeſe, in any kind, 

And ſo began the Fox to praiſe, 

In hopes he ſhou'd have got the Bays. 
But as ill luck wou'd have it be, 

JI had retain'd a Gooſe in fee, 8 
Both void of Wit, and Poetry; 

Jove knows my Income is too poor 
To L A better Poet more. BY 


But ſhortly, now, the Brutes will' meet ; 


I fear all thoſe that have Four Feet 


Will quite expunge who have but Two, 
And then I know not what to do, 
E 2 


- 


_ — _ 
0 


N 
„ 

* * 
l 
92 


(52) 


H Geeſe be voted as unſit, = 8 . e 


Among Four-footed Beaſts to ſit, 
And Judge of either Senſe, or Wit; 
Then all the labour 1 have tuen 
Is loft, and I'm undone again. 

Or if the Panthers find it out, 


That to the Geeſe I'm fo devout, 


I muſt be forc'd to Tack about. 


* 


I thought you d ſcorn'd that filthy Name, 


Wou d loſe your Life, to fave your Fame; 


But I muſt recollect youre Wiſe, 

And can diſcern without glaſs Eyes, 
The Fex's Intereſt” is his Prize. 

But ſtill, my Lord, che Wolves are ſly, 
And Brutes who're given much to Lye : 
So, if your Honour, take not care, 


They Il neither you, nor I, much ſpare. 


Ik they againſt you ſhou'd inform, 
Twou d bring on me ® dreadful Storm, 
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And therefore, Sir, provoke them not, 
For they are dang'rous at a Plot, 
And you know we have made a blot : 
I wou'd not have the Wolves to hit, 
For all that we have got by it. 
The Panthers do ſuſpect a cheat, 
Which makes them manage with ſuch heat, 
But dare not truſt the Wolves, becauſa 
They are obnoxious to the Laws. 


Now if the Brutes ſhou'd all conſent, 
To chuſe a Panther-Parliament, | 
What muſt we think, will be th'event ? 
But that the Wolves will quite untwiſt, 
The Quill thro which we both have Piſt, 
And then, Sir, I muſt bid adieu, | 
To all Affairs twixt me, and you: 


— — j 
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Madam. 
You touch me in the tend reſt part, 
Both of my Int reſt, and my Heart, 
And what you ſay, I can't deny, 
It does perplex my Policy: 
| | E 3 Yet. 
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Yet I have ſtill a Card to play, 


Will pleaſe the Wolves another way, 
Since they are greedy after Prey. * 
So that will ſtop their Throats a while, 
And make them ſometimes on me ſmile; 
Till I have drawn the Brutes aſide, 

And ſoften'd all their Hate and Pride; 
That they forſake the Panther's Chace, 
And let the Fox go his own Pace; 
For tis not that I dread them ſingle, 

But when they in Aſſemblies mingle ; 
They are moſt fierce, tyrannick Beaſts, 
And have the ſubtleſt Smell, and Taſts. 

| They won't be by the Fox then put on, 
But will be ſerv'd with the beſt Mutton, 
So far that I begin to tremble, | 
Againſt the time they next aſſemble; 
Leaſt in a rage, when they are vex'd, 
And with the Aſſes much perplex'd, 
They fſhou'd into their Paſſions fly, 

And all the Geeſe at once deftroy. 


For 


(55) 


For then it is, they break my Meaſures, RE 
And to be ſure they'll ſearch my Treaſures, 
So that at laſt I loſe my Bacon, 

For which ſuch mighty Pains Tve taken; 
Therefore I labour hard to make +6 
Some Panthers mine, and ſave my Stake; 
And then T'll let the Geeſe go gabble, 

To ſave themſelves among the Rabble. 
For tis not for the leaſt reſpect, 

That I their Intereft protect, 

But only to ſuppoft my own, 

Tho” at the hazard of the Crown; 


For what are all the | Geeſe to me ? 5 I| 
But I gain by their flattery, | ſ 
And ſo encreaſe my Treaſury. | IJ. 


Let them go ſeek ſome other Fools, 
I am not theirs, but they're my Tools; 
And if they cannot ſee the Cheat, 
They're Geeſe indeed, without deceit : 
But I muſt keep in my diſguiſe, 
As yet, a while, if I am Wiſe, 
Tr, E 4 Leaſt 
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Leaſt Wolves, and Panthers ſhou'd deſcry Fe To 
The ſecret Haunts where now I lye, But 
And act my ſweet Hypocriſie. | 


Alaſs, if they cou'd make plain Proof, 
With Geeſe Tm under the ſame Roof, 
I'm ſure enough to loſs my Head, 
Or ſent abroad to beg my Bread. 


Nay then, my Lord, if that's the Sport, 
The Wolves and Panthers. take at Court, 
Pray follow your own, Policy, 3 

And both with Geeſe and them agree : : 
But if you muff with One diſpute, 

Be ſure fide with the ſtrongeſt Brute. 
It's far from being A Diſgrace, 

For Beaſts that are in your high Place 
To be call'd Trimmers now-a-days, 

Bat an addition to your Praiſe, 

That you're not obſtinately bent 

To thwart and vex a Parliament. 

For if they're Panthers, ſo are You: 

If Wolves, you're ſomething of their Hue: 
And if they're Geeſe, you'll be as true. 
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To ev'ry party well inclin'd, 
But to your ſelf be always kind, 
And conſtant to your faithful Hind. 
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| Her Navy, how commanding to Her Foes, 
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That guards our own, but threats the 
Gallick Shore. 


pare, 
Britain, the Arbiter of Peace and War, 
How glorious Her extended Canvas ſhows, 


To whoſe Majeſtick Height, all Europe bows? 


— 


By Jp TY Pride of Albien, and the Pow'r 


To Britain's Glory, I my Song pre- 


Then 
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Then teil, my Muſe, if thou can't well ge, 
Such wond'rous Greatneſs in the Art of Verſe; 221 
How Albion's Fame does more at large appear, = 
When armed Fleets Sail thro' the yielding Air, 0 
And awe the Neighb'ring v Worlds with n. Fear. 


4 


Tell, how the ſharpen'd Keel divides the Main, 
And how the turgid Waves preſs in again ; 5 
How fond their cloſe Embraces they purſue, 

And Kiſs their Verdure into Azure Blew. 


Tell, how theſe floating Citadels prepare 
For Friendly Union, or Deſtructive War: 
In Strife, how like Leviathan they move, 
And when they ſpeak, how like the Voice of o]; 
How many Prodigies we here may find. 
And ſee with what great Art they are deſign'd ; 
How nicely weigh'd is ev'ry pond'rous Beam, 

And how each cloſely fitted to its Frame ; 
With what Command the Rudder guides the Hulk, 
How ſuch Proportion in the Maſſy Bulk. 


Tell 
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Tell this, and Twice Ten Thouſand Wonders more, 


Theſe that in wond'rons Machines we explore. 
And when we ve all our Admiration cloy'd, 
Obſerve to what great Ends they are imploy d: 
What God- like Souls the chief Directors are; 
Then view the Myftry with the laſt Deſpair, 


When prudent Conduct gives the great Command, | 


Theſe Wooden Worlds obey the Ruling Hand. 


Now was the time when the hot Syrian Dog 
Infects the Seas with ev'ry noiſom Fog; 
The Month the Roman Senate did decree, 
Perpetual, to Auguſtus Memory. 
In thoſe ſame Seas, where that fam'd Ceſar ought, 
And where at Ad ium, he ſuch Glory got; 
Great Albion's Navy did with Thunder roar, 
Dreadful to Afriek, and th) Therian Shore: 
In that renown d Cantabrian Ocean, She 
Diſplayd Her Bririſb Flags of Victory. 


The wond'rous Tale of A#ium muſt be loſt, 
When this is told on the ſame Barbary Coaft ; 


The 


(6) | 
The Battel of Lepanto quite forgot, * 
Where this, the Greateſt, and the laſt was fought; . 
This Battel, which at once made Europe know © 
What Albion cou'd, what Gallia cou'd not do. 


In Thrrbene Seas near proud n 8 Shore, 
Inſulted often by the Barbarous Moor, FE 
Aſpiring France her Canvas Wings diſplay'd, 
Pluming her ſelf with Thoughts to be Obey'd, 
She ſpread her Sails, and her vaſt Anchors weight. 


With flattering Pomp, ſhe made the Watry Main 


Servile to FOG and her ne Train. 


But ſee, fair Albion's Fleet from Africk's Shore, 
Soon does the Hopes and Fears of France explore; 
Her Peacock Train hoiſted with ſo much Pride | 
Late on her Top-maits Head, now 4 laid aſide, 
They take th' Alarm, and for the. Charge prepare, 
Swoln bis with Conqueft, tho l wich Fear. 


Aut and Spain bo ſaw th amazing Sight, 


And look d with Horror at th approaching Fight: 


They 
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( 62 ) 
They aw with Wonder, what encreas'd their Fear, 
And ſhook like Cowafds, as the Fleets drew near : 
In dire Amaze, the Spaniards ſaw that Day, ; 


That muft enforce their Nation, either Way, 


Be Slaves to France, or Charles the Third obey. 


From their ſteep Clifts, they ſaw both Navies come, 
 Crowding their Sails, like Clouds before a Storm; 


The Air grew dark, and all the Lights of Heaven 


Seem'd in Eclipſe ; as when a Sea is driven 


By Lybian Winds, that on the Beeches roar, 
And caſt the Billows on th* Iberian Shoar, 

The Flood breaks in, the frighted People fly, 
And more by Flight, than by the Tempeſt Die; 
The Surging Waves ſwell ftill in higher Pride, 
And ſport i in Triumph on the raging Tide: 


While the ſad Shore, thus vanquiſh'd with Deſpai r, 


Yields to the Waves, and the tormenting Air, 


So flood the Spaniards on the Neighbouring FIT | 


And ſo, with dieadful AſpeQs look'd the Movr, 


The loud Mouth'd Cannon quickly did repeat, : 
The General's Bray'ry, and the Sailors Heat: 
1 Gallia 


232 224 


(63) 

Gallis return'd with Fire, their glorious Rage, 97 
And now the Murd' ring Engines of. the War Engage. 

Now Shot pours in, like ratling Shins of Hail, 
Or Spouts that in the Veſtern Ocean fall; 58 
Now Darkneſs Black as Hell, that wou'd affright,.. = 
And Fire breaks out, like Lightning i in the Night; 
Thick Sulp'rous Flames ſpread o'er the Beamy Skies, 
Not to give Light, but blind the Soldiers Eyes, 
While Horror ſtill encreaſes with their Cries. 


1 EF? = 
* 


Deaf ned with Noiſe, Amaz d with ſudden Blows, 


Now mong the Sailors more Confuſion grows; 
Their Shrowds are torn, Maſts by the Ship- board fall, 
And Rage and dire Deſtruction reigns thro all. 


Here Legs and Arms in wild Diſorder lie, 
While furious Flames amidſt the Tackling fly: 
This way they run to prop the falling Maſt, 
Then leave 't, to ſave the ſinking Ship with haſte: 
Here a Broad - ſide has pour'd a Deluge i in, 
Then at.the Pump they Work with all their main 
To pour the Sea into the Sea again. „ 


Now 
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064 ) 
Now the Fight rages, now the Battel' hot, | 
And e ery Sailor to his Buſineſs —_— 
Gen'ral with Gen 'ral now deſign'dly meet, | 


| While Shovel Thunders thro' the Gallick Fleet, 


And ſtreaming Flags lie ſhatter'd at his Feet. 
Whole Show'rs of Fiery Balls on Ship-board rain, 


While the dread Sounds diſturb th' Arlantick Main; 
For Sovereignty the Bellowing Engines roar, | 


And make their Claim known to each diſtant Shore. 


Ev'n Neptune trembles at th' impetuous Shocks, 
Forſakes the Deep, for Safety, ſeeks the Rocks. 


But Earth and Seas, the dire Convulſions feel, 
The frantick Waves, like Drunkards, toſs, and reel 0 


And tumble too and fro, the mighty Keel: 
Rouling 'gainft Seas, her Maſſy Ribs are ſplit, 
And forc'd in this Combuſtion to refit : 
Others like burning Beacons do appear, 
Stor d well with Pitchy Cordage, and with Tar. 


Next fee a horrible and hideous Blaſt, 
Blow up the Deck, and rend the ſturdy Maſt ; 


| Break ; 
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Break the tuff Oak in Splinters thro' the Sky, 
Then force the pond'rous Waves in Air to fly] | 
While mangled Limbs amidſt the Surges ride, 
Toſs'd by the Sea, in a diſdainful Pride. 


The Eaſtern Winds drive on the roaring Train, 
That fret the angry Billows of the Main: 
Now Nerews Foams, and now the ſtorming Tide, 
With Violence gainſt ev'ry Ship does ride; 
Waves fall on Waves, and Seas on Seas are driven, 
| Then break, like Thunder-Clapsthat fall from Heaven. 


Both Sides attack, both Sides alike defend, 
This gives the Charge, the other Aids his Friend. 
Sometimes they hope, ſometimes they doubtful grow, | 
While Death ftrikes ſure on both at ev'ry Blow. 


Conqueſt leans here, then on the other ſide, 
Like boiſt'rous Winds that drive th unruly Tide: 
Here. one drops down, his Room another fills, 
That a huge Ball, this a ſmall Splinter Kills; 

His Friend ſucceeds him, takes the vacant Place, 
And falls himſelf within a little ſpace. 4 
F Heaps 


The ſpreading Lawrels of their Gew'ral's Fame. 
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Heaps crowd on Heaps,andGroans ſo dreadful grow, 


The hideous Objects from their Sight they throw, 


And in their Cries, fink to the Deep below. 


Behold the Sea-green Waves with Blood are dy'd, 
And Purple Billows on the Surface ride; 

See how the Porpoiſe Monſter is afraid, 

Laoks pale with Horror, dares not ſhow his Head a 

But hides himſelf in the Seas ouzy Bed. 

Triton in vain attempt to baniſh Fear, 

But fly with haft unuſual, here and there, : 
Thro all the Deep, Aſtoniſhment they | pread, 

And more the Fire, than Neptune s Anger dread. 


See how the Gen ral Toils and Foams to meet 
The Gallick Heroe, midſt his pompous Fleet; 
How his Eyes ſparkle, how his Eye-Balls roul, 
How. wiſe his Conduct, and how great his Soul 
Swoln big with Rage, with Albion's Glory fir'd, 

To ev'ry Soldier he new Life inſpir d. 


Each did his Fellow with ſtern Wrath inflame, 


And ſwelling Pride, made ev'ry Sailor claim 


Clap- 
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Clapping and Raving with tumultuous Sound, 
The very Seas did to the Noiſe rebound ; 


Diſdaining Fear, tho' Death their Huzza's met; 
They ſpurn'd the Griſly Tyrant from their Feet. - 


Now Pale, then Black, and Bloody as they lay, 
Purſuit of Conqueſt baniſh'd Fear away, 
And evry Soldier Bleſt the Glorious Day. 
No baſe Contention roſe, but noble Strife L 
To ſee, who ſhou'd — ——— 
Moſt Honour gain , not who ſhon'd fave his Life. 


( 1 che Pride of W Flier, in vain 
On mighty Reok, pour'd all his fiery Train: 
Whoſe hideous Clamours rent the very Skies 
With Terror, nought but Briton's durſt deſpiſe. 
Like ſome fell Monftrous M bale, caſt on the Shore, 
That ſcares the Neighb'ring Cattel with his Roar, 
So France ſpoke from the Cannons murd'ring Breath, 
Doleful Preſages of bc BE Death. 


* * 
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Whole Sholes of Calli to their Admiral come, 
Which from Great Rook receive a ſpeedy Doom : 
F 2 "a With 
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With flaviſh Dread they croſs the Eddies Row, 
But e er their Work is finiſh'd, fink below, 
With hideous Shrieks and Cries of Gallick Woe. 


Don as they Tumble, freſh Men raiſe their Heads, 
Then fink beneath, into their liquid Beds. 


| Rook, like Great Neptune in his God-like Pride, 
When on a ſporting Dolphin pleas d to Ride; 
Mounted on toffing Billows in a Storm 

Round him, as Guards, a Thouſand Triton, ſwarm, 
Such is his Glory, and as firm he ſtands 

Gainſt Gallia's Navy, and her Batt'ring Rams; 
While Fennings, like a Noble Second, came 

To Aid his Gen rals Battel, and proclaim 
How like an Ergliſh-man he courted Fame: 

His Heart was Oak, free fromthe Thoughts of Fear, 
While Death attacks him both in Yan and Rear, 
And throws Deſtruction round him ev'ry where, 


Now Tholouſe does afreſh his Fury try, 
And Bullets flaming from the Furnace fly, 
They Burn,they Break, they Tear,and they Deftroy, 


Hers 
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Here guſhing Blood the Crowded Decks waſh 
down, — 

While gorging in the Purple Stream they Drown : 

Or weltring in their Gore, their Spirits ſpend 

In helpleſs Cries, before the Battel end. 


For ſuch the Fury of theſe Captains were, 
Each brave Commander did his Danger ſhare, 
And ev'ry Soldier felt the ſhocking War. g 
Like as with equal Rage and equal Might, 


Two adverſe Winds contend, together Fight; 


Cloud againſt Cloud, and Wave 'gainſt Wave, they 
daſh, 

And Sea and Air, with ſtrong Chi claſh, 

Then on ſome Rock with furious Shocks, they 
ruſh, 

And whatſoe er oppoſes them, 5 cruſh. 


So met theſe Royal Navies on the Main, | 
While ftreaming Fires ſpread o'er the Watry Plain. 


Like ſome dire Comet, whoſe fierce Flames foretel, 
Where bloody Death, or Peftilence will dwell. 


4 Fx. As 
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As a Wild Bull his Rival's wont to meet, 
So daring Shovel Storms the Gallick Fleet; : 


His Eyes ſpeak Fire, the Language of his Guns, M 
That with the Force of theſe, their Courage ſtuns: 


Like ſome fierce Tyger, who diſplays .his Head 
Midſt Herde of Deer, who ve their Purſuer fled. 


Some Cyclops ſure, at Vulcan's Anvil, Struck . 
This Dauntleſs Heros out of Fire and Smoke. 


| Now Leake, nd Bing, a and Dill, wichFiret bear down, 
In Gallias Ruin, they involve their on: 

Theic Courage prove, where the moſt Danger gr grows, 
And Satisfaction in their laughter d Foes: | 
Pale Gaſtly Death all their Decrees obey, 
Fiercer than Hurricanes, or a Mad Sea, 


That fights the Wind in vain, for Victory. 


Or juſt like Phaeton they wou' d aſpire 
With Gallia's Fleet, to ſet the World on Fire: 
Vaſt Fleaks of Light ning from their Cannon fly, 
While Death purſues the yanquiſh' d Enemy” 3 5 


And 
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And Albion's fierce Artillery proclaim; N 
Great ANNA's Glory and Immortal Fame, ] 
Like Feud s dread VR, in e and in Flame. | 
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' Royal PROPHETESS. 


AN 3 
| Herochk P O E NM. 


Hen Pious Jeſnua Hraels People 17 
. ” After the Mighty Prophet had em fed | 
GR With Food from Heaven for their daily 
2 Bread. 2” 2 
Jacobs ungrateful Race forgot the God 

That had preſerv'd them by his Sacred Rod; 
Perverſe and Stubborn as their Fathers were, 

They ſcorn'd the tenders of his bounteous Care, 
And ev'n 'gainſt high Heav'n it ſelf made War. 
Tho' when the great Dictator of their Laws 


Was ſnatch'd away, Foſhua eſpous d their Cauſe. 
| Foſhua, ſo much for Arms and- Arts renown'd, 
And who the hopes of Iſraels People Crowd. 


When 


FEY 


When ſuch a Guide did for their Tribes appear 
Old Fudat's Lyon roſe, and Iſrael baniſh'd fear, 
Whilſt from his Sphere fled back the glaring * 
Amaz'd, aſham d, to ſee himſelf out- run, 
Stock- ſtill he gaz d, with Wonder filld, and fear, 
Nor durſt he to his Journey's end draw near, 
But as a vain Spectator of the Day, 

Stood loit'ring of his precious Hours away, 


Mean time 18 Hero, with a matchleſs Grace I 
Met nought but Victory in ev ry Place, f 
Where grizly Death was flaring in his Face. 


The Haughty Amorites preſs'd his Troops in vain 
Till Gibeons Fields were cover d with the Slain ; 
The baſhful trembling Moon, all pale and wan 
Affrighted ſtood to view the God-like Man. 

While thro' the rapid Streams of Fordan, he 
Made his bold Paſſage like a Deity. 

No Terrors did his fiery Paſſion cool, 

His Armour was the Courage of his Soul. 

Nor _ the God, for whom his Foſbus fought, 


| For 
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For midſt th eternal Monuments of Fame 
None will compare to Joſbuas Deathleſs Name. 


He liv'd thro' leere Tents for Arms renown'd, 
And dy'd with never-fading Lawrels Crown'd. 


And Clouds with Mourning Sables deck'd the Skies, 
Deb rab the Royal Propheteſs did riſe, | — 
Deb rab, whole Sacred Name tunes every Lyre, 
And does my Muſe with Pious Thoughts inſpire : 
From Ephrans's Tribe her ſacred Breath ſhe drew, 
And Iſrael well her great Fore-Fathers knew. 
Divinely fair her ſparkling Beauty ſhin'd, 

As Faſpers with the Chryſtal more refin'd ; 

Her flowing Hair like the firſt dawn of Light, 
With Gold enamel'd ſhow'd the Silver-white ; 

| Upon her Brow a Thouſand Graces met, 

Where they in Thrones of ſpotleſs Ivory fate ; 


While Jacobs Sons in Sorrow bath'd their Eyes, 


Her Cheeks with native Bluſhes were o'er-ſpread, 
Not yielding to the fair Carnation Red; 


Her Eyes would ſwell and burſt, and melt in 2 
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To Crown her Charms the Sun lay hid for ſhame, - 
And own'd her Eyes by far the brighter flame; 
Like Rocks of Marble on a Silver Mold, 

Her Snowy Breaſts their Beauties do unfold, 

So every Heart with pleaſure ſhe commands, 
No Heart, no Soul, her Lordly Pow's withſtands. 


Of Lidub ſhe was the virtuous Wife, 
And liv'd a very Pattern all her Life 
Free from the Jars of Matrimonial ſtrifſe. 
Heay'n ſuch a Bridegroom never yet deſcrib d, 
Nor ever Earth ſo Good, nn Bride. 
Under the ſpreading Palm-Trees She abode, 
| Securely tended by her Guardian God, p 
On Ephraim's Mount, with awful Pow'r She fate - 
To govern Hrael, and preſcribe their Fate. 


There ftands a lofey Pile, which looking high, 
Rears up its ſtately Head to meet the . 
Deep founded on a Rock it firmly ſtood, 

Fenc d from th Inſults of Jordew's Swelling Flood. 


The 
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The Beauteous Frame with curious Art was wrought, 
With Wood from Ophir, and from Cbittim brought, # 
With talleſt Cedars that the Forrefts ſhade, * 
Of Fir, the Beams and Rofters all were made, 5 
The Roof with Gold of Parvaim overlaid : 2 
Such wond rous Architrave the Structure ſhow'd, 
As if deſign'd by ſome all Artful God; 
Huge Mountain Pines, th Imperial load ſuſtain d, 
' Which from the ſolid Trunks alone were fram'd, 
On Pedeftals of Molten Braſs they ſtood, 
And Leaves of pureſt Gold G re- laid the Wood; 
Their Cbopiters were Carv'd with niceſt Art, 
And in their form each Workman play'd his Part. 


One Tow'ring Cedar, of Gigantick ſize, | 
That did on Lebanon's fair Forreſt riſe, 
Did by its Native Strength alone ſupport 
Th' aſcending Ladder of this ſpacious Court ; 
A Hundred Paces, to the Floor you mount, 
And Twice Two Hundred afterwards might count, 
Of pureſt Ebony, the Steps were made, 


With Chittim IV ry, curiouſly Inlaid; 


No 
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No Walls were there, but of the Onyx Stone, 
Nor Light; but what thro' cleareſt Chryfal ſhone; / 
The Ceiling, of ſtupendious height did ſeem, _ 
Shewing no Crack, or Flaw, or Artleſs Beam, 
But in the Nobleſt Paintings, there Divine 
Did all the Glorious Acts of Iſrael ſhine. 
There, Moſes by the Fiery Pillar ſtood, | 
And Pharoab's Chariots rowling in the Flood ;. - 
There, ſtood the Waves, in heaps on either fide, 

And Moſes leading I/rael as their Guide; 
There, were in Colours, Artfully expreft | 
All Egypt's Plagues, in lively Horror dreſt, 
And living Streams flow'd from the Painters Rock, 
Juft as they loo d when the great Prophet ſtruck; 
Nor were the wond'rous Deeds of Foſhus forgot, 
And all the mighty Battels which he fought. 


A Lordly Dome ais d up its Antique Head, 
Which o're the Centre of the Building ſpread, 
Two Hundred Cubits bove the Roof did riſe, 
And the ſame Number ſpann'd the bulky ſize. 
With pond'rous Gold the Pile was cover d o'er, 
And Orient Gems adorn'd the inner Floor, | 

| There 


(78) 
There vurrios Skill in ſhining Colours they; 
And chere immortal Foftus farvives. 
There yon may fee, the Radient Beamy Sun 7 
By Man's ſoft Pencil, Artfully out-done, o 
When he ftood {till _ the vio Zone. 


There, ſee, * the great Painter fs can dreſs | 


Art, as t exceed evin Nature in Diftreſs ; 


So bold he Paints the fall of Jericho, 


That She ſearcefelc ſich mighty Pangs of Woe, 


When Her ſurroundin g Walls were tumbling down, 


And Foſhvs's Hoſt Triumphing in the Town; 3 


When Childleſs Matrons, with unpitied Eyes 
Wept, at the Univerſal Sacrifice. = 
There, Colours do by bold Expreſſions tell 


How the Great Heroe flood when Baſhan fell, 


How Jordan's Streams, cou'd never ftem the Tide 
Of Foſhud's Fire ; He chro the Flood wou'd 5 


And hae the Wares fland fil on either fide. TP 


Beneath the Glories of this Painted Sky, | 
Statues of laſting Breſs, ſtood mounting high, * 
4 e proud Feet numberleſs Trophies lye. 


— — 


There, | 


(79). 
There, haughty Nimrod, like 2 Tyrant ftood, 
And thoſe Rebellious Sons, who ſince the Flood . 
Wag'd War withHeav'n,and durſt confront their God 
In daring Forms, that did their boldneſs 2 #4 
Who Babel rais d, and with it tumbled- down. 
Their Images appear'd of Gyant fize, 
Grim were their looks, and Gorgos like their Eyes: 
No ſmiling aſpects did the Heroe's grace, 
But Horror ſtar d in ev'ry Grizly Face, 
Naked and bare, their Brawny Limbs deſery'd 
Tir inſulting Men, that Heav'n and Earth defyd. 


Beneath theſe huge Coloſſus, you might ſee 
Twelve ſpacious Arches, fram'd of Ebony ; - 
With luſt rous Pearl, each Bow was ſpangled o'er, 
And Faſper Stones pav'd all the low'moſt Floor, 
The choiceft Oma, form'd the Pillars thro, 
And the Pilaſters were of Sapbire blue. 


Next, hence adjoyning lies a Gallery, 
With Marble poliſh'd like a Chryſtal Sea. 


Hence 
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Hence by aſcending Steps you mount a Throne, 


Of burniſh'd Gold, which with like ſplendor ſhone, > 


As does the Chariot of the Blazing Sun : 

Fixd o're't, was ſet a high Imperial Crown, 
Which nought but Tyranny cou'd tumble down: 
There hung on high a Canopy of State, 

Where Deb'rab like, a powerful Monarch fate. 


Cloſe by this Palace, flows fair Jordans Streams, 


Where ſpreading Palm Trees ſhade the Sun's fierce 
Beams, 


Where Beauteous Sea-Nymphs, on the Waters ſport, 


And bulky Triton 's grace the ſplendid Court. 
Here, Ships from Tarſbiſh ſafe at Anchor ride, 
Here, Men of War bear out the foaming Tyde, f 


| While Wanton SH: at pleaſure o'er it glide. 


Here, Seaſon' d Aſhes make the Sailors Oars, 
And Senir Oak, the Merchants hoard in Stores; 
Work- men from Gebal hew the Timber down, 
And Zidons Carpenters the Labour Crown. 
Fam d Arvad's Pilots ſteer Her Ships to Land, 
When in the midſt of them tall Cedars ftand ; 


Up 


— 
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Up Jordan's (ſwelling Flood, ſwift Gilling come | 1 
Merchants from Lud and Perf Za, laden home; "of | i! | 


@ 


Coral and Agat, they with Emralds buy, 
And Dedan 5 Merchants Trade in Ivory, 
For fineſt Wooll, and Balm of Gilead they 


Bring Gold and Precious Stones from Raamah ; | 


Arabian Spices are exchang d for Corn, RA. | | 
And for. choice Ebony, they barter Horn ; 
With Tin and Lead, Shebah and Aſpur Trade, | 8 
And with fine Silver home their Shipping lade; 
For Honey, Wax and Wheat, of Minniths Soil | | 
They bring back Olives, Caſſia, Wi ine and Oy... 

Thus Fordan' S flowing Screams more fruitful : are, | 
Than either Ef or Weſtern Oceans far, . 
Plenteous in all the Riches of the Weſt, 

And ftor'd with fine Apparel from the E.; ; 

In Rich Embroid'ry they from Haram ſhine, 
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And Eden's ſofter Linnen makes em fine. 
Near hence, a pleaſing Proſpea to the Eyes; | 


The Beauteous Garden of the Palm-Trees lies, 


Where Fordan's Streams in various windings play, 
And thro' thick glades cut out their ſhady way ; 
| G Thence 


T hence their freſh F Kilb. de delight the ſporting! Fawiss, 
When they glide geatly down the verdant Lawns, 
When oer the Pebles, ſoftiy they complain | 
Their broken Numbers touch the Love- ſick Swain: 
The Muſes, all theſe Silver Brooks Flock round, 
And N ymphs and Fawns, with Water Lillies* crown d; 
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A Thouſand Loves expreſs i in Am rous ſtrains, 
A Thouſand Joys diſperſe ainong L Plains, 


Here, Sell ſecur's from Eney, Platt: ry, Hate 
And Diſcontent, char oft on Great Men wait, 
In Innocence Men prove their Happy state, 
And Challenge all the Tyrannies of Face ; 5 


Here, laviſh Nature Prodigal of Blik, 
Shows us, what pleaſure i in Her Boſom flies, 
What to the Earth Her kindly Offipring bring, 
And how Her Beauteous Bloſſoms freſhly ſpring ; 
How Fountains riſe, from the Seas ſwelling Tyde, 
And Flow'rs are dreſs d with ſuch delightful Pride. 


Here, Art it ſelf ſo lively does appear, 
As if this place by Her created were, 


And 


— 
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5 And does ſo near to Natures Thoughts aſpire, 
She gilds che kindly Plants with new attire, 9 


Where Nature has too great a Niggard been, 

In Homely Ryſer, or in Native Green; It 
Beams of more lively and delightful ſhow, | | 
Do from their Beds in glorious Colours grow : 


So does She wed the Tulip to the Sun, 


While various Mixtures thro' each other run, b 
The verdant Holly ev'ry circling Year, | © |! 

= 7 - bad | 0 : 
A diff rent Livery She gives to wear, 7 — 


So luſtrous, Art can make ev'n Nature ſhine, 


From Mountain ſlips, ſhe dwarfs the lofty Pine; 

She joyns the Hawthorn to Alcinous Pear, | 

While Wilding-Stocks Pomona's Apples bear, it! | 8 
| 


Here, Triumphs Art, and here Heav'ns ſmiling 
brow, | by £5 

Does all the ſweers of Infant Nature ſhow ; | 
The Joyous Birds in little Songs conſpire, _— 
[1 


To raiſe delight and melt us to deſire. 


Then tell me Jordan, why thy crooked Tyde, 
Does thro' this ſpacious Artful Canal glide ? 
G 2 Why, 
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Why, here your healing Fountains dance and ply, _ H 
Then hide their curled heads, and ſteal away? Sy 


Tell me ye Streams, why here your Current flows ? 

Why leave the Banks, that did you once encloſe ? 

Say lovely Springs, what is it you have got 

By this exchange, or what ist you have not? 

Here ev'ry Day from an adjacent Bow'r. 

The Beauties of the Eaſt each Morning Flow'r: 

The early Sun, with Beams comes dancing out, 
And ſporting Nereids wanton here about; 

Here "Swallow; from their Winter Beds ariſe, 

And downy Sleep is baniſh'd from their Eyes. 


All perfum'd Odours that delight the Sence, 

Are here pour'd out in laviſh Affluence; 
Not 14z's Fields or Tempe's flow'ry plain, A 

On which the ſtreaming Floods of Heaven rain, y 
Or Hyblas Tbyme, but muſt compare with thee in vain, | 
To all theſe Nature did ſome Sweets beſtow, 
But in this Garden every Sweet does grow. 

With various mixtures ev ry Bank ſhe dy'd, 


And d:mask'd all the Fields with od'tous Pride. 


I. 


Here 
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Here on high Trillage made of golden Wire 

Sweet Limes or ſpady Elms are taught t aſpire, 
While for her Guard their boughy Arms they bear, 
And ev'ry Tree erects its Leafy Spear. 
The wanton Flood o'er ſpacious Caſcades rowls, 
And laves its liquid Waves in Silver Bowls, 

Upon whoſe ſides freſh fragrant Roſes ſtray, 

Oer which the watry Streams delight to play. 


Here Circe's ſleeping Charms ſo fam'd of old 
Are quite out-done by the Springs Icy cold. 
Here Evening Breezes freſhly fan the Air, 
Quench the hot Flame, and cool the rage of Care: 


But now the penſive Queen by Heav'n inſpir'd, 
And with the Publick Good divinely fir'd, | 
Fix d in her Mind her People's Cares, revolwd, 
Ac laſt her teeming Thoughts ſhe thus reſoly'd. | 


Th' inſulting Amorites have long perplex'd 
This Promis d Land, and long have Irael vex'd. 


G 3 | Fabin, 
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Fabin, their haughty Monarch every where f 
Makes Zebalon and Napbtali by fear 
Fly from his conq ring Arms with baſe deſpair, 
While all the Gentiles tremble at their Flight, 


= 


Hi 

None dare reſiſt the Fury of his Might : H 
All muſt ſubmit, or his depleaſure find R 
In rancour fuited to his Savage kind. 4 
This faid, a Meſſage ſoon was ſent E 
I' aſſemble T7ae!'s Elders to her Tent. \ 


Mean time, her wearied Soul with Cares oppreſt 
Drew down the. Curtains of her Eyes to reſt ; 
Extended on a Flow'ry Couch ſhe lay 
Entranc'd, as Death had wing'd her Soul away : 
While thus the Propheteſs took her repoſe, 
A ſudden Viſion to her Fancy roſe. 

A Form appear'd, but ſo amazing bright, 

Its luſtre flaſh'd intolerable light; 

Her Knees together knock'd, her ftarting Hair, 
With trembling Heart confeſs'd unuſual fear. 

His Garments ſeem'd thin as the upper Air, 
| Sweet was his Mein, his Face divinely fair, 


- 


Soft 
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Soft as a Cloud, but more Ftherial bright, 
His Jain _ like ſpringing Tydes of Light; 5 
Down on | his Shoulders v wich an eaſy Care, | | 
A flaming Meteor flow'd like Silver Hair; 
His Cheeks | were bluſhing as the Morning Sun, FY | kf | 
His Eyes more piercing than his Rays at Noon ; " | 
His Voice like ſofteſt Zephirs that on Violets play, | f 
Refreſhing Odours all the ſcorching day. 2 JEN 
Snch Harmony his Numbers did inſpire, | * = i 4 
Her Soul was tun'd to his melodious Iyre. | 
When thus the ſacred Bard his Meſſage told. 


1 


Deb rab, chou Favourite Friend of Heav'n riſe, | 1 1 
Diſpel all Fears, wipe Sorrow from thy Eyes : xt -Y 
The great Febrvab, Founder of this State, | 
The God that did on your Fore-Fathers wait, 


Will ſtill the Wonders of his Mercy ſhow, 3 5 li 
And ſurely make Philiftine Nations know, \ | 
There is a God to whom they do not bow. = p 2 | 


By thee, faireſt of Women, moſt divine, 
By thee thy God thro' Tracts Land will ſhine ; 5 
Thou ſhalt in all thy glorious Works ſacteed; | 


Obey my Words, for they're by Heav'n decreed, 
G 4 Heav'n, 


— — 


a) 
Hear a, Aalen makes ev'n Kings deſcend their 
_ Thrones, 


Strip of tha Purple and their ſhining Crowns, 
Who boaſt of Strength, and truſt in that alone, 
Are by the breath, of Heav'n ſoon tumbled down; 
Myſterious Trpths hid i in the Veil of Night 

Are by his Pow'r produc'd to open lighe. 

Jn Plenty now the happy Nation lives, 

And like a ſpreading Vine the Country thrives, 
When ſudden Peſolation unforeſeen 
Reduces all her Pride to want again. 

What numerous Crowds did once Samaria grace, 
They ſeem d to murmur at the narrow ſpace ; 

Now all her mighty Warriors can't oppoſe 

The daring Fury of inſulting Foes: 

Her Senators are at a ſtand, nor know which way 
T' avoid the ruin of the fatal Day; | 
Council will not avail, all in amaze 
Wich haggard Eyes upon each other gaze; 

Fain would they fly, but know not where to run, 
No hope i is near the threatned Death to ſhun. | 


w 
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Call ſtrait the Mighty Men of 154) her? 
And tell this Meſſage in the Peoples Ear, 
That Jacobs Race ſhall curb the growing Pow'r 


Of proud Phil;fine Lords who wait each hour 

The choſen Tribes of 7/rael to devour. 

From I/achar the Hero ſhall be born 5 

Whom thou ſhale with the chief Command adorn; 

He ſhall be Captain o'er thy Men of War, 

Inſpir'd from Heav'n with Conduct and with Care : | 

And brave, tho* not inſenſible of fear. | 

Abinoam's Son, Barak's the Hero's: Name, 

Oh Deb'rab ! That ſhall exalt thy Fame, 

And bring on Fabin everlaſting ſhame. 

Send for the Warrior, let the People know, 

To Barak's Genius Siſera muſt bow; 

Conſult your Council, for the dreadful War 

With all the ſtrength of Jrael prepare: 

For Moab is with Siſera gone down, 

And Fabin hunts for an Imperial Crown. 

The Amorites and Moabites are Friends, 

And hated Nations joyn for hated ends; 

Then haſt to Arms thou beſt of thy fair Race, 

Let Peace thy Mind, while Smiles adotn thy Face, 
N Wake 
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Wake glorious Princeſs from thy Reſt, and ſee 
5 Thou for a Guardian haſt a Deity. 


Swift from her Eyes the Spirit made its way, | 
And nought remain d to Sight but lightſome Day, 
When all alone ſhe was ſurpriz d to find 
Such ſtrong Impreſſions on her feeble Mind. 


No ſooner was the leaden Clouds of Sleep diſpell'd, 


| And Morpheas loos d the Fetters which he held, 
But Hrael's Chieftains waited at her Tent, 
To underſtand the Meſſage ſhe had ſent. 


A goodly Frame rais d high of carved Wood, 
Leaning its lofty Head, on Cedars ftood, 

Near an old Venerable Pile —— 
Adorn'd with curious Work of Antique Hands, 
There all the States in full Aſſembly met; 
Where they in Princely Robes of Scarlet ſet, 
Glitt'ring in coſtly Gems, each takes his Place, 
And fills the Senate with Majeſtick Grace; 


While 


C92) 
While Warlike Trumpets their ſhrill clangors ſounà, . 


The Peoples Voices ecchoing rebound, | 
And Shouts and Tramplings ſhake the trembling Air 
and dancing Ground. J 


There hangs the Balance of the weighty State, 
And there Rewards and Puniſhment do wait 


A rigorous, or an equitable fate: 
There Arbitrary Laws are curb'd and chain'd, 
And there the Summit of all Juſtice gain d, 
Judges themſelves, if Lawleſs, are not free, 
From this Tribunal Seat of Equity. 
Bleft Liberty in Triumph fits her down, 
Nor hurts the State, nor ſhakes the Imperial Crown. 
All now were met, the Council für apace, 
And every Elder took his wonted place: 
When thus Queen Debrab ſpoke —— | 
My Lords, the cauſe why you're aſſembled here, 
Is to adviſe —— | 
About th important Bus'neſs of the War; 
Fabin, you know, his Conqueſts ſpreads around, 
And Vi&'ry has His Arms with Triumph crown' d. 


The 


\ 
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The laviſh A4morites deflow'r our Fields, 
Whilſt Zebulon to their Incurſions yields, 
And Moab's Race, with heavy Burdens bent, 
Submit to haughty Fabin's Government. 
The might of Hazor's King, I need not tell, 
Or all His vaſt Deſigns: You know too well 
Iſrael has felt the fury of his Pow'r,  _ 
When God-like Foſkws deliver d you before. Pie 
But now, more potent by his Allies grown, 
He Triumphs e're the Battel is begun. 
While all his num rous Squadrons do prepare 
For dreadful Miſchief, and deſtructive War; 
Whom ſhall I chuſe mongſt 1FaeF's mighty Men, 
The Conduct of the Battel to ſuſtain. 
Who dare gainſt Siſera, his Courage try 
To Conquer bravely, or as bravely Die. 
Then Barak anſwer d Deb'rab, and ſaid, 
I will the Noble Youths of J/rael lead, 
And proudly for my Countries Honour bleed. 
No Philiſtize ſhall on Mount Ephraim boaſt, 
That 1/7! wants a Captain for their Hoſt ; 
If Jacobs Rulers the deſign approve, 
Tl take the Charge and to the Battel move. 
| | But 
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But Othniel a Bates with Clory fir d, 
And who to Power, with leſs deſert aſpir d; 


Stood up, and thus with furious rage reply d, a 
Is Barak fit to lead the Tribes to War, 

Who once againſt all 1/-ae! did appear? 

Have I in vain on Ephraims Mount defy'd, 
The Ammonites, and all the Hilly fide, ' 
That Berbel does from Moat's Land divide. 
And ſhall not Orhniel lead the People out, 
Speak Princeſs now, my Lords, declare your doubt; . 
Can you deny the Glory of my Fame, 
Or what has Orhniel done to brand his Name? © 
Wich that, an Ephramire in Council wiſe, 
With def'rence to the reſt, did thus adviſe. 
We all are ſenſible, the happy Stats 
Of 1/-ael, does on our great Councils wait; , 
That Fudah's Lyon is diſmay'd with fear, 

And Hazor's Monarch Conquers evry where. 
What Noble Orne then propos'd before, 
I well approve, and think on any ſcore, 


| Barak ſhou'd never ferve' in Iſrael more. 

Did not brave Othniel tead us with Succeſs, 
When Barak left Judea in diſtreſs: 

; 'Tis 
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"Tis true, his Conduct is upheld by Fame, 
But Iſyael doats on Otbniels dearer Name; 
Matchleſs he ſtands in all the Peoples Voice, 
And I opine he ought to be our Choice. 


At theſe warm Words, a Danits4 old in War, 
All cover'd o'er with Scars and Martial care, 
Of dauntleſs Courage and of thoughtful Pride, 
Sate ſtill, conſidering by the Chieftains ſide, 
Wanting Revenge on Orbnie! caſt his Eye, 
With marks of Paſſion not of Cruelty : 
At laft his Rage abating, Silence broke, 
The Council being mute, theſe Words he ſpoke. 


O Princeſs ! Let not Popular Applauſe, 
Byaſs your Judgment in a glorious Cauſe ; 
Birak has offer d to lead 1/ae/ out, 
And who can of his Conduct, or his Courage doubt; 
The better part of War in him remains, 
By wiſe Deſigns more than by Blood he gains; 
He that like Othniel does to Bartel go, 
With Strength alone, he beats but half his Foe; 


Mature 
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Mature in Couneils Gen rals ought to be, 
Not fill d with Fire ſo much as Policy, 
For Life's of more concern than Victory. 
But how dares Orbniel, e're his grey Head age, 
Attempt with War-like Sis ra to engage, 
Or lead united Forces to the War, 
Where old experienc'd Gen'rals appear. 


This Speech” filld Zoab, a Nupbtalite with rage 
That did exceed the Conduct of his Age. 

My Lords, ſaid he, I've long in Council fate, 
And oft conſider d 1/7aeP's dangerous State, 
But never yet expected, once to have heard 
A Prince of Iacbhar, with Orbsiel compar d: 
What con'd he find none to eſpouſe his Cauſe, 
But one fo little vets'd in Neels Laws; 

One who in Foreign Service may have known 
What, by Deſpotick Monarchs has been done. 
But Haefs Stare is bleſt with ſuch'a Gem, 
She'd not exchange for Fabin's Diadem : 

And this old doating Danite has forgot, 

That Dan muſt ſuffer too in Zoab's lot: 


Muſt 
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Muft we the Portions of our Land divide; 
| "To pamper Barak with a Gen'ral's Pride, 
1 the Sons of Iacbar diſdain, | 
The very Tribes that do their Pomp maintain. 


Theſe furious Words, from Party Paſſion rais' d, 
The Queen and Council with ſurprize amaz d. 
At laſt, ſtrict Silence was commanded round, 
When Deb rab, thus with God - like Patience crown d, 
Theſe Words pronounc d: My Lords, I call'd you 
= * here, . x 
*Tis true, to adviſe about the preſent War, 
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_ But ne er deſign d you ſhou'd fore me declare. 

3 If Fewiſh Blood with too much Paſſion Boil, 

*Nere Spil't in vain on 1/rae}'s faten'd Soil; | 
Let Mogb's. Land your laviſh Courage ſhare, 
At Home tis baſe, Abroad, tis Noble War. 
Let me Command you, your Contentions ceaſe, 
And give me your Debates in ſettled Peace; 


I wou d b' advis d, when I wou'd Govern well, 


And adviſe you, that Pattern to excel: 
Then once again let me with Temper hear, 
Who you Judge fitteſt to Command the War. 
; | Then 


. 
Then Barak humbly Spoke —— 
Great Princeſs ! And you Lords of ha hea, 
Who make the Fewiſh State your conſtant caſe ; 


To you with all Submiflion I appeal, 
You are the Balm that our Diviſions heal. 


Tell me, my Lords, if you have ever ſeen 
Barak, to Iſrael falſe, or to the Queen; 
Why then ſhou'd Ephraim, or Napthali, revile 
The Race of Iſachar- | 
But I can Zoab's Rage with eaſe forgive, 

So Iſrael proſper, and Queen Deb'rab live; 

You may remember when all Ephraim fled, 

And Judas Nobles ſtood like Statues dead. 

Then Barak propt that proud ungrateful Race, 
That in Fadea, Barak wou d diſgrace : 

Oh hear me Lords ! Spare your Reproaches now, 
Does not all Iſrael to Pbiliſtine Fabin bow ? 

Do we not cringe below the Tyrants Feet, 

And to the Laws his Arms preſcribe ſubmit, 


What then has Barak done? do Fewiſh Peers 
Deſpiſe the Man that wou'd diſpel their Fears ? 
= Not 
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Not ths my ſelf, TR: I this Honour ſeek, _ 
My Countries Danger, 'tis that makes me ſpeak : 
But ſince . I find in faithleſs Iſrael few, 3 
When preſſing Dangers call, chat will be true, 
I ſhall my Courage for the future ſpare, 4 
Cowards can boaſt, when Danger is not near. 


With that, a kale, tho! Young, yet Wiſe | 
Stood up, and thus i in Council did adviſe, _ 
Tho grey, Experience has not reach d my Years, 15 
Nor have I been alarm d with foreign Fears, 

Yer I am ſenſible all Iſrael's Fate, | 

Does much on our Wiſe Councils wait, 

| Fuded's Safety in our Conduct lies, | 

And Strength is nothing if we are not Wiſe; ; 
Therefore, my Lords, I muſt my Judgment give | 
For Barak, which I hope you will receive. 

Then all the Council mov'd with willing Ears, 
Attended to the Wiſdom of his Years ; 

While thus the Noble Youth continued on, 

The bold Diſcourſe he had fo well begun. 

I am amaz d, from this Wiſe Board to hear, 


One Soul of ancient 1255 5 Race appear, 


29 

Gainſt Burak : Did he not Fudes ſave? 

Are not his Thoughts, his Looks is Words, his Actions 
brave ? | 

Don't we by long Experience know how great 

He ſtood, at Frighted Ephraim's laſt defeat, 

And what we by his prudent Councils gain, 


Is equal to the Glories of a Monarchs Reign; 
How provident at Home, how watchful in the Field, 
Envy its ſelf muſt to His Virtues yield: 

The pompous Luxury of Camps he flies ÞF 
While downy Reſt their Rioting ſupplies, 
Who re chain'd in Sleep, when Sleep forſakes his 
Eyes. 2 


[ 
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He faid, and as the hallow Caverns of ſome Wood, 
Send back in Eccho's the ftill Voice aloud, 
So from the Silence of the Council roſe, 
To all his Words, a general applauſe. 
But Malice in the Aſfembly ſlill remains, 
Whilft Meroc's Blood fermented in his Veins; 
He was, of Fudab's Captains, rank d the Prime, 
For Strength and Matchleſs Valour in his time, 
* thus, with cloudy Ae ſour d, LE 
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o, Princeſs ! And you Lords of 1ſ7ac! hear, 
What Reverend Ape is able to declare; 
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Lou all muſt know how awful once I ſate, 

| When Scepter'd Monarch's waited at my Gate, 
And proud Pbilifine Lords their Homage paid, 

On Ephraims Mount, where now they are obey'd : 
I tell you Nobles, Barak muſt not go, 

To lead out Iſrael, or engage the Foe. ; 

Has not great H. vors powerful Monarch ſeen, 
1/rael diſtreſs'd, and Deb rab made their Queen: 
What then remains for us to ſeek but Peace : 


Divided as we are, how muſt we Fight, 

But periſh poorly by inglorious flight : 

I know what Strength all 1/rae/ can Command, 
Not able to protect our H- Land. 


At theſe baſe Words, the Queen in Paſſion roſe, 
And with becoming Zeal did Maroc thus oppoſe, | 
Tho' She was with the ſofteſt Nature bleſt, 

| Like fleeping Doves, when on their downy reft, 
For Iſrael's Cauſe She was Divinely fir'd, 
And ſpoke theſe moving Words, by Heay'n inſpir'd. 
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O Sons of Jacob! Lock ye from a far, 

And, ſee the Ruins of approaching War, 
How ſure Deſtruction ſhows its ghaſtly hue, 
And Death and Mis'ry ſtand in open view, 
Like ancient Night and Horror, Diſcord ſeems, 
But Union centers like the Sun its Beams ; 
Avoid my People then, reſolve to fly 
Confuſion and Eternal Anarchy ; 
Ponder the Dangers of that wild Abyſs, h 
Wherein the pregnant Cauſe of Miſchief is : 
The Womb of War, lies in the rowling Tyde 
Of Factious Streams, that does the Flood divide, \ 
And drowns the level Land on either fide. | 
But neither Sea nor Shore Diviſions pleaſe, 
Bellona's Storms create to them no eaſe ; 
But trembling at the noiſy Sounds they make, 
As with Convulſions ſeiz d the Earth does ſhake, 
The Maſly Frame on which her Pillars ſtand, 
Rock thus as at the Thund'rers dire command. 
When ſurging Smoke breaks from huge clathing 

Clouds, 


And Warring Winds confound the Sailors Shrowds, 
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As if Heav'ns Batdements were tumbling down, 
All Nature Trembles at the hideous frown 
Of War 
Whoſe raddy Flame like Gorgon's Eyes appear, 
Too bright at diſtance, and too killing near; 
Remorſeleſs is the Pity of this Fiend, 
Uncertain are his ways, but fure his end. 


** 


Thouſands he Meaſures at each ſpacious ſtride; 
And his infernal Belching who can bide 

His Wings extended fan the boiſtrous deep, 
And does the Scaly Brood in Terror keep; 

The batt ring Engins of his awful flame, 

Ruin and Want and Miſery proclaim, 
Bent on his Rage no Time nor Place he'll ſave, 
But murder Mankind to reeruit the Grave. | 


His Arms out- ſtretch'd are like a Purnace wide, 


This ſaid, the Queen ro Maroc turn'd her Eyes, 

And to his . Words ſhe thus replies, 
My Lord, | 
Tho' War of all our Evils is the . „ 
And brought on Man when Man by Heavn was 
| Curſt, . | | 


| | Yer | 
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Yet ſuch the State of Hall is this Day, 


I ſought your Aid, Kiowing no other way ; 
For Deb'rab was expedient, to maintain 
The Gloties you expected from my Reign; 
But wondring now, I gaz d with much ſurpriſe, 
And ſcarcely can believe the object of my Eyes. 
Is not that Maroc, Prince of Fudab's Blood, 
That once for Ifrael like a Bulwark ftood, 
And can his Courage dwindle into Fear, 
Cauſe Fabin threats, and Siſera draws near ? 
Have we not oft Ph;liftine Hofts defy'd 
On Jordans Banks, and on the Hilly fide, < 
Triumph'd o'er that inſulting Monarch's pride. ſ 
What have I heard pronounc'd from Maroc Tongue 
Of Peace, who always has of Battels ſung. 
What Peace from perjur'd Fabin can we find ? 
Jabin the Monſter of the Monarch kind. 
Has he not all his tyes of Friendſhip broke, 
When he was fetter'd once with Haefs Yoke, 
When he to Fudab's Lyon ſu'd for Peace, 
But only kept it for his Soldiers eaſe ? 
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Think you, TIl hold the Regal Rod in vain, 
Bur guide my People, and their Rights maintain. 
Then tell me, Prince, why muſt not Barak go 
To lead out Iſraels Hoſt, againſt her Foe? 
I call'd you here in Council to adviſe, 
But find by your delays Dangers ariſe ; 
The Enemy encreaſes ev'ry where, 
And yet we in Security appear, 
Careleſs at Home, Abroad Deſtruction fear; 
By prying Cowardice we make them bold, 
Some glory in the Advantages they hold ; 
Yet in our Native Strength we daily boaſt, 
And never think how ſoon it may be loſt : 
Therefore all Thoughts of diſcord let us fly, 
When Danger calls, tis time to think of Unity. 


At this a general Murmour fill'd the Room, 
Like whiſtling Winds that from deep Caverns come, 
When ſtrait behold thro' all the ſacred Place, 
Conſent fate chearfully on ev'ry Face ; 

But ſtern Samor's, who with contracted Brows, | 
That the perverſeneſs of his Nature ſhows, [ 
Frown d, and with Ireful Looks the Queen oppos d.] 

My 
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My Lord, I ſit no vain Spectator here, ÞFÞ 
To trifle with my Country's Safery, but I fear b 
Ev'n now She ſuffers more than She can bear; 
If War be what the Council does adviſe, 

I hope the Conncil will provide Supplies ; 4 
Not go to fight with Fabin's Power by halv's, | 1 
And make us ſooner, than we need, be Slaves: 1 
As for this Barak, whom you wou d declare, Ii | 
Will he lend Money to ſupport the-War, | : 
Or ſerve his Conntry like a Fewiſh Peer ; ſ 

Without a Mercenary Soldier's Pay 

That fights for Gold, or for it runs away 
Are there no Nobles in Fudes left, 

Or are we of Nobility bereft ? = 
Not one brave Soul thro' Iſrael's Tents to ſay | 
I fight for Honour, not for Fewiſh Pay. 

Where is the ancient Pride of Fudab fled, 

That ſuffered none to lead them but their Head? 


Victorious Sov'raigns, whoſe Imperial Sway 


Taught them at once to Conquer and Obey, 
Then who's this Mighty Son of Iſſacher, 
That he ſuch Glory ſhou'd attempt to ſhare ? 
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( tos ) 
Is not expttisnc'd Zobbb living Rill, 
The Mighty Heir of his great Father's Skill? 
Was he not bred up in the Martial Field, 
© That firft did to his Infant ſoftneſs yield? 
Where then is lſcaers boafted Wiſdom ſeen, 
Or yours, in chooſing Burak; Mighty Queen? 


At this a ſudden Noiſe breaks thro” the Air, 
Which chills the Senates Blood with pannick Fear; 
Th' Earth ſhakes, Dogs houl, while chey all trem⸗ 

bling ſtand, | 

As once the Sun did at  Heav' ns gfeat Command z 
A Haggard Fury cuts her winged way 
Amidft the Senate, at the Noon of Day ; 
Her ſable Mantle was embroider'd o'er 
Wich loathſome Spots and Stains of Purple gore; 
Four Steeds her Chariot drew, as black as jet, - 
Wich unpair'd Nails, and torturing Claws beſet; 
The frightful Screech Ow! firft prepares the way, 
And ſulp'rous Poyſon Steams proclaim her ſtay, 
Wich ftaring ghaſtly Looks, urimov'd ſhe ſate, 
Swoln big with Pride, but more with Rage and Hate, 

Pale 
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Pale Pinnard Cheeks, black Hair, ſhkrp pottited Chin; 


A breathleſs Corps without, all Hell within, 
Then Lordly like old Lucifer in ſtate, | 
She look d, while all the Hall in Silence fate, 
With flatt' ring Speeches, and with ſoothing Rage, 
She ſtrives the Tribes of 7/7ae] to engage. 

See, ſee my Sons your fruitful Land no more, 
Smilin 8 in pleaſant Shows and plenteous ſtore, 
If you to War with Fair go, ah! See! 

The Earth no more replete with Luxury; 

Now Lutes and Viols charm the raviſh'd Ear, 
Then will you be diſtracted with pale Fear. 


Let War fleep ſafe, and Whips of Furies ceaſe, 
Let eaſe ſucceed, and 17ael live in Peace, 
Let all your Youths, in ſporting, laugh and play, 
And with freſh Olives, crown the ſmiling Day. 
So ſaid, ſhe vaniſh'd, while the Senate round 
Look d ſullen, with ſtern Anger frown'd, 
Some dit their Lips with Rage, ſome ftupid ſate, 


Some Sure their poys nous Teeth with ſhite and 


hate; 


Soft 
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Soft Murmours firſt, crept thro' th' enraged Crowd ; 
At length, they ſtorm'd and chaf d, and Thunder d | 


loud, | 
And all fad Vengeance ſwore, and all dire Miſchief | | 
vow'd. 4 


When ſee amidft this heat, before their Eyes 

A form of Light ineffable did wiſe, 

Like the glad Morning Sun is flow'ry May, 

That gilds the Sphere with his upriſing Ray, 

Her upper Garments were like Silken Lawn, 

Or the blue Curtain, which o'er Heav'n is drawn ; 

Of Crimſon red her roſy Cheeks were dy'd, 

With beauty bluſhing nought but Natures Pride, 

So ſnowy white, her milky Breafts, ſo fair, 

Light wou'd be Shadow if we ſhou'd compare ; 
Low at her Feet the Earth lay grov'ling down, 

And humbly waited her to tread upon ; 

The curling Waves about her only Crow'd, 

To grace her Triumphs when they roar aloud ; | 

This beauteous Image ſate upon a Throne, 


And more than mortal Luſtre bout her ſhone. 


At 
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At laſt, the Clouds broke from their miſled Eyes, 
When they beheld their Queen with glad ſurprizae; 
Deb rab they ſaw was ſent em from above, 

To Rule and Guide them-by her pious Love. 


And now the Queen prepar'd to let em know 
How bounteous Heav'n in Goodneſs did o'erflow, f 
Charms from her Tongue did fall, and ev ry Word 
Piero d thro the Ears ſoft Organ like a Sword, 
Th' Aſſembly ſtood all lifeleſs, Pale and Mute, 
Nor durft reply, nor durſt again diſpute ; 

But to the Throne, with down caſt Eyes they bow d. 
And proſtrate at Her Feet, their Duty how 4. 
Conviction fell with fear on every Son, 

Who had oppos d the Choice, the Queen AG 3 
And every one now ſtrives to looſe his Tongue 
To Deb rab, then to Barak makes his Song: 


Zobab whom Samor wou'd have made their Choice, 
Ficft mov d the Senate with exalted Voice: 
Who can forget, O! Queen th Happy Day 
Thou bleft our 1/rae}, with thy peaceful Sway ? 


When 
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When Tae ſlept, thou wak'd our flumbring Eyes, 
And 35 another Sun did at our Midnight tiſe; 
Heav'n did it ſelf in bright Apparel dreſs, 

And tuneful Angels ſang ſoft Hymns of Peace, 

In dancing Airs, Stars from their Spheres were ſent, 
And ſpringing Joy ſpread o'er your Royal Tent, 


1 
Why then ſhou d we ungratefully oppoſe ; 


Our Royal Miſtriſs? Why her Favours loſe, 
Who ſuch vaſt Bounties on her Paleſtine beſtows ? 


1 Ben be the Man by Heavn decreed 
Why dare we Heav'n and thus make Deb rab bleed, 


If neither Heaven nor yet the Queen had ſaid, 


Barak ſhou'd lead out I/rae! as their Head, 
Is not his Courage, and his Conduct known 
To Ifrael, that we chooſe him for our own. 
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Doctor HANNES Diſſected 
A Familiar Epiſtle by way of 
Noſce Teipſum. 


September 10. 1710. 


SAD Learned Wight, ſome ſay of late 

: AD} Thar always loy'd to ſerve the Great, 
Met a Diſeaſe out- match d his Skill, 
And ſome pretend to ſay ſoftill,  — 
Tho' learnedly he's told the Mob, 
The Lungs were tainted ev'ry Lobe, 
And how ch Abdomen was affected 
So nicely well it was diſſeted 
As who ſhou'd ſay that Dr. Hannes 
If any one wou'd take the Pains + 
Wanted either Guts or Brains. 10 


1 
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I know not. what the Vulgar think 
Or how ſome Men at Nooen-day Wink, 
But thus it is, may'c pleaſe you all, 
Io raiſe a P——p a Prince muſt fall. 


Thus when grave Sages are neglected, 

And beardleſs Boys ſo much reſpected, 

When Oracles, that wont of old, 

Mighty Myfteries to unfold, 
Are like Stories ftill untold : 

When ſolid Truth and ſolid Gold, 

Are for Noiſe and gingle Sold ; 

Then Notion may for knowledge Paſs, 

And efſculapius for an Afs. | 

Thiſles and Logick chop together 

As Baro— men do Wind and Weather, 

Both hit alike, and both prove good 
One for the Mind, the other Food. 
Had not Men's Wits Eclipſed been, 
*'Tis Ten to One we had Foreſeen, | 
And then we'd wanted no Diſſections, 55 8 5 


No Conſultations, no Inſpections, 
Nor any need of theſe Reflections; 
But 
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But when Mens Eyes are grown ſo bad, 
They cannot ſee what once they had, 


"Tis time to let em feel the Smart, 

And clear cheir Eyes by Rules of Art, 

When that falls ſhort, tis ſome Content 

Tho' th' Mark was miſs q it was well Meant. 
And thus poor Mortals ſeek for Eaſe, 
When the Phyſician's the Diſcaſe, 

As learned Heathens uſe to tell : 
Where ſuch Men live does Sorrow dwell, 

But ſure a Nation muſt. be Blind, 

Or elſe they wear their Eyes behind, . 
That cannot tell a Man of Sence, 

From one that's all Impertinence. 
All Guts and Meſeraick Veins ; | FO 
Lungs, Liver, Spleen and rotten Reins, 5 
But little Head, and much leſs Brains. 
Joynts ſtiff, Inflexible as Stones, 

No Juice or Marrow in his Bones, 


Nor fleſh nor Fat is to be ſeen, | 
But Muſcles ſhrivel'd dry and lean. : : 
This is the wondrous piece of Nature, ; 
That picks the Bones of every Creature ; | 
* | And 
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And yet you'd Swear to look upon him, 

He knows no more than what comes from him. 

But how ſo great A Man of Art, 

Should let a Roya Heir depart, 

And never tell the reaſon why, 

He Thou'd not Live, or he ſhou'd Dye. 

Tho' ſome time after as they ſay, 

He cou'd have told a certain Way, | 

How to have got the Poiſon out, 

That lurk d in tir Heart or there about. 

But then his Thoughts were ſo Petplext, 

Juſt as a Prieft that takes a ö 
And has forgot what he deſi ign'd 

When firſt the Text came in his Mind. 
Evn ſo, our learn d Apollo did, 

Not thinking what Heaven had forbid. 

But had the People thought on't chen, 

They might have been great Friends to Spain, 

And ſavd them many a needleſs Shilling, 

That they beſtow'd on their King's Killing, 

By ſending for a Neapolitan, 

When we have much a quicker Man, 


a 


Then tell you tis but common Matter, = 


5163 NT Mam} azs less 2 
For my part, I believe it true, 


Abd Ge re Ms er eng 1 
At ſhewing livid Lungs or Hearts, Pb 


Or any Secret of that Nature, Fe / VT | 


For this is but the ſmalleſt Matter, 

He can of few Years Practice ſhew, 
How he has ſerv'd a Thouſand ſo. 

And won'd you. wonder at his Skill, 
Whoſe Buſineſs 'tis he proves to Kill ; 
Spaniards, dull Souls, preſerv d their King, 
By Chocoler, or ſome ſuch thing : 

When How: has Arts, as yet unknown, 


Where tis bur | Preſffo . — and they er gone, 
J wonder any one then dare, 


With this Phzloſopher compare, 
Gibbons and Ratclife, he d prove Fools, 
If laid in's Anatomick Schools. 


"He'd fo diſſect both their Mb timens 


You'd ſwear they were but nafty Omens, 


Such as is found in every Creature, 
As Wiſe in Brutes as human Nature. 


Since Hanns, J ſee no more in you. | 
ws Fa. a | | 
T2 Upon 


Upon the Third Verſe of 1 
Fifth Chapter of Eccleſ. For 
a Dream cometh thro the Multi- 
tude of Buſmeſs : And the fol- 
lowin 8 Lines of Petronius. 
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Somnia que e Mente „ Habib; umbris 
Non delubra Deum, nec 1 ethore- Namn : 
Mittant - 5 1 


Sed fabi quiſque | factt, de. 955 


RHE fleeting Dreams that, u ao the 
Sold Mind 1 
Are not 297 Heav'n for Propheſics deſy 8e, : 
* by Echerial, Beings ſent us down, D 
Bur each Man is Creator of his own : | 
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"Pos when the weary Limbs are ſunk | in eaſe, 
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The Soul en to Wander where. i i pleaſe 3 
The 
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The ſcatter'd Images have ſpace to play, 
And Night repeats the Labours of the Day. 


* * 


An Ode compoſed for St. Lake's Day, 
1712. in praiſe of Painting. 


etc] 


I. 


1 Apollo with chy ſacred lays, 


Strike the tuneful Lyre, 
Harmonious | Accents raiſe, | 
That Muſick may conſpire, a 
To mount our Souls up high'r, | 


And Celebrate the wond'rous Painters Praiſe. 


IL. 

Sounds with thy Colours blend, 
And ev'ry Paſſion pleaſe ; 
Raviſh the Ear, the Eye ſurpriſe, 
Whilt Muſick's Strain 
Thrills thro each Vein, 

And Pleaſure thro' the Fancy flies. 
Oe 1 

Paint Mirth and Joy | 
On the Idalian Boy, 
Ex . Whilſt 


| (118) 
Let Venus ſhare, 
And Pallas a Majeſtick Grace. 
= . 


Imperial Greatneſs bolder Strokes Command 
from the great Painters Hand, 
For tis that Noble Art 
That touches moſt the Heart ; 
His Pencil ſeems to make the Monarch know, 
Seraphick Bliſs and melancholy Woe. 


| | V. 

Oh Sacred Patron of this Art Divine 
Of heavenly Origine, 

Whence Things inanimate ariſe 
With Life and Action fill'd, - 
So beauteous they ſurpriſe = 


And ſcarce to Nature yield, 
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TUNBRIDGE- ee 
A Gs 


LAMPOON. - 


FO T many Miles from Tunbridge Town 
Are Waters found of great e 
Which riſing in a dirty Vale, 

By dirty Naiads are ſet to Sale. * 


Here formal worthleſs Querpo Plies, 
Extorting Fees for wrong Advice ; 
Who drauling ſays, this Spring is good, 
T' invigorate and cleanſe the Blood: 


That it ſurely cures the Cholick, 

And makes the vap'ry Ladies Frolick ; 

That it's for the Scurvy a Specifick, _ 

And makes unteeming Dames Prolifick ; 

14 Tho 
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| "Tho' a Gallant for chat fad IN, | 
| Might prove a ſurer Cure than Steel, - 


Hither well-fletch'd Cullies come, 
Are fiript, and ſo march naked home; 
The under Beaux come here to ſpark it, 
And Maids forlorn to make their Market. | 


The Widow comes to drink the Water 
For Grief and Spleen when't's no ſuch * 
Another Husband's th only Cure, 
For the Sorrow Relis do endure. 


The hung'ry Sharper flies down hither 
Some fair plum'd Bubble to unfeather, 
He Palms and Coggs, and with falſe Lewis, 
Pays what the upright Gamſter's due is. 


The Dotard comes to his laſt Stage, 
Drinks Water to renew his Age, 
While his Spouſe of younger date, 
P ays Heaven it may conclude his Fate. 


Do rind. 


— A RANT 
; . é VN ²˙ i HR q ˙¹ 0 •· -» 
* Ly * Y | — 0 : IL * _ y ay \ * 
* 4 3 yh K 
* * 
4 | Z 


5 Dorinda here for Wit | and Fire ae dd 
And Satyr keen beyond her Sire, 

Had made ſad Work, but that her Spouſe, 

At ev'ry Jeft wou'd knit his Brows. 


 Frettina next begot by Fove, 

Rivals for Shape the Queen of Love; 
Hither ſhe did for Stoppage come, 
But carried her Obſtructions Home. 


prigbtly Calebras wou'd do better : 
For her Diſeaſe than Tunbridge Water, 
He poor Swain has hardly ſpoke, 


Since ſhe th' unhappy Place forſook. 15 
Babilla too of ancient Merit, ; 

Comes down for Poverty of Spirit, 5 

Tho Heaven be ptais d her Tongue affords, 

A fair fæcundity | of Words; © 

Tho' Old as Lud ſhe's Young in Thought, : 


And tho' ſhe always talkes ſays nought. 
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Grizs half skill d in Analytick, 
Affects to be a female Critick, 
Who like the Bet forſakes her kind, TY 
And tires the Men t improve her Mind Lo 


She crowds among the Beaux Eſprits 
And half of what ſhe learns forgets ; 
The other half being not preciſe, 
Tis Ten to one {he miſapplias. 
Rampana of Gigantick Strain, 
Unweildy like Leviathan, ü 
If tapt wou d yield as much Train Oyl, 
As any monſtrous Oreen · land Whale ; 
With ſullen Air along ſhe walks, 
Th' half animated Mountain Stalks; 
The trembling Pavement with regret, 
Bears up againſt the lumpiſh Weight. 


Bounce makes Love in Terms of War, 
He Frighis with dreadful Sounds the Fair, 


He does che Dippers entertain 
With fine Thoughts out of Harlequin, 


| par, = 123 _— : : _ 
Fire Thouſand Times he calls to Starch, N 
[ To bid | the Haut-Bois play his March 3 5 
The nimble Boy performs his Truſtt 


— 2 PE ON 


And ſtraight again comes back to's Poſt, 
To which I think he is Three Inches ſcarce 
On pain of Death from Bounces — 
The Page muſt there attend for fear 

The meen ſhou'd not the Lord declare. 
He Dances like a founder d Horſe, 

And yet at Politicks he's worſe, 

But worſt of all at writing Verſe; 


Ee 


The Heroes of inferior Name, 

I leave to Cawdry to Proclaim; | 
The City Nymphs and Country Dames. 
Will take it ill to miſs their Names, 
It is a groſs Aﬀeont I own 

To be excluded a Lampoon ; 

But they'll excuſe me when they hear, 
That an ungainly awkard Air 

Wont furniſh out a Character. | 0 
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On a FRIEND. 


FED N D ſhall a Friend depart without A ce. 
2 cent Verſe, 

To ſing his Requiem, and adorn his Herſe. 
No ; tho dull Sorrow cloud my Lines, Tl ſhow- 


The kind remembrance to his Name I owe, 
AndGratitude at leaſt ſhall from my Numbers flow. 
Fancy to Friendſhip freely gives the Place, 

And Truth to ev ry Word the Nobleſt Grace; 
Receive dear Soul, the Tribute of my Ink, 


Which deeper chan my Tears will in thy Marble ſink, 


And tell the World while thou in Silence lies, 
What they ſhou'd do, to Grace thy Obſequies, 


W hat thou thy ſelf wou'd to thy Friend have done, 
| Had he, as 'twas thy harder Fate, firſt gone. 


Weep then ye Relicks of the ſacred Dead, 
And moura thoſe Virtues which too early fled ; 


_ 


Nature her ſelf evn is but done by thee ET 


6 
Indulgeht Fondneſi, void of ſecret Strife, 
Among his Servants, Children, or his wite; p 26 4 
Conſtant Companion of his daily Cars ge 
As he was ever fond and kind to her ; VAL 


"»» 


The rendreſt Parent here the World might fee, 
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For thou art dead for thy Poſterity. : 


Thy Care in Life was for heir Good Im mi — 


In! ' plo <>; 


And for their Happineſs at att thou 90 * 


180 
Wondrous Goodneſs both i in Life and bay” : 


. 8228 


Which was continued to thy lareft 8 2 


(731 7 202 
' Patient in Sicknels, i in bitreß Content, OY 
HIST n 

o Anger Slow, but eaſy to Relent ; 3 


- Indulgence ſo purſu'd thee to the End. 


WM: cou bar for ive much eaſier than offend. 
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Where "fant Hygienia ev ry Mort attends 
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While in the Chriſtal Fountain we behold 
The trembling Limbs, Bnervate, Pale and Cold ; 
A Roſy Hue ſhe-on the Face beftows, 
And Nature in the chilling Fluid glows, 
The Eyes ſhoot Fire, firſt kindled ; in the Brain, 
As beds of Lime ſmoke after ſhow'rs of Rain; 
The fiery Particles concentred there 


| Break ope their Priſon Doors and rage in Ar: - 


Hail then, thou pow rf Goddeſs that preſides, 

O'er theſe cold Baths as Neptune o'er his Tides ; 
Receive what Tribute a poor Muſe can | Pay, 
For Healeh that makes che Senſes Brisk and Gay, 
The faireſt off ſpriog ;of the heavenly Ray; | 


= 


F. br. Ode v. O navis, referent 
i mare ie nov Fluctus. 


_ Ply fowl « to the ken mk the EY 7 
See how thy Banks are ſt tra tip d of ery Oar. | A 
South: Weſtern Winds blow. Wich impetnous! Blaſt, 


They crack the Yard, and bend the ſturdy Maſt ; ; 
The 


( 127) 
The lab'ring Keel the Cables ſcares faltiin © 


Toſs d by the Billows of th imperious Main, g g 


2777 
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Not one whole Sail is left, no Gods are near, 
Or when invok'd, refuſe to lend an Ear. 

Tho' thou from Pontick Pines may boaſt thy Fame, 
And from thoſe lofty Woods an uſeleſs Name ; as 
| The cautious Mariner who has Dangers try d "oP 
Wont in a Painted Ship alone confide, 

To be the Paſtime of the Winde and Tide. 7 
At leaſt with anxious Thoughts drove to detpair 5 
By what delighted moſt, was moſt bis Care ; ; 58 : 
But hap ly ſcape "thoſe dang” rous rocky Seas PO 
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That h among the fhining Glades. | 
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12 us O Jo. whom thou haft ſent adwn 


In Prophets Dreſs to guard the Brio Croun, 
Ist Osborn's Face or Hyde's that now. appears)! 44 
Wich Wiſdom, equal to their finiſh'd Tea: 
And prudent care of frugal Treaſurers ? 
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Who ist beneath that Mantle does preſide, 
Wich a perſwaſive Grace, deyoid of Pride; 

Is not that Pillar, his peculiar Care, | 8 
Which ripes with ſuch Strength and ſolemn Air, 
With more than human Art and Wiſdom caſt, _ 
For Service of the Gods deſign'd to laſt, 
Does he not from that School of Learning come, 
Known by the Muſes Hill, and ſacred Dome, 
To whom Aurora does her Meſſage bring 


of Light renew'd, and a returning Spring. 
When Charity again 1 revives her Hope 


Of better Days, and a more fruitful Crop. =P 
When the falſe Brother hides his ſhameful Head, 
Beneath that Altar where he found his Bread ; 
But the true Eagler dares the height of Day, 
Does all his Secrets *fore the Sun diſplay | 


And bids Truth Shine in its Meridian Ray. 


Dat Funo Ol That graceful Form defend 
That to the Prophet does her Palm extend, 
Whoſe Virtues, by the Mural Crown ex preſt, 


Her Countries — — and mw bleſt ; EF” 


(129) | 
See at her Elbows how Two Villains waid 
Regardleſs of her Honour, or their Fate; 
Into her ſecret Councils ſtill wou'd pry, 
And naked dare the View of Majeſty. 
Mechanicks too, inſult her to her Face, 


And threaten when they ſhou'd implore for Grace 3 
Yet ſhe unmov'd with glorious Freedom ſtands, 
And well advis'd, reſolves on freſh Commands; 
Scorning that Slaves ſhou'd bind her Royal Hands. 
See how ſhe bids her Martial Subject go, 

And ſcatter Terror on the Britiſh Foe. 


See from afar Britain's triumphant Fleet 
Cutting the Surges with uncivall'd State, 
How to the Skies their ſtreaming Flags aſpite, 
And how their Bulks pregnant with Men and Fire, 
To execute their Monarch's Will cofſpire: 
That Fleet which Succour to the Eagle brings 
And bids him now diſplay his Royal Wings, 
For ſhe'd conduct him thro the Indian Main, 
And make him Monarch of the Richer Spain; 


K | Whilſt 
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Whilſt its great Miſtreſs ſeeks no more Renown - 
But to preſerve what Heav'n has made her own, 
And not to ſeek, but give another Crown. 


On a Gentleman and a Lady that fell 


in Love with each other at firſt 
Sight. Cee = 


W Hen Strepbon ſaw Olinda's Charms 
He own'd the Pow'r of Love : 


| He ſigh'd and wiſh'd within his Arms, 
He might the Bleſſing prove. 


The ſilent Maid, divinely Fair 
Wich Bluſhes ſtrove in vain, 

To ſtifle in her Breaſt the Fear 
Of ſmiling on the Swain, 


Both ſigh'd and gaz'd while from their Eyes 
Love ſpoke his Language plain, 


Strephon 


00 


All your Cares are ſoftned fo 
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Strepbon conlelred the kind ſurprize; 
Which ſhe return'd again. 


A Song ſet to Muſick and Sung at 
York-Buildings. 


ou that Beauty's Flame adore 
Tell me by what Magick Pow's | 


Lovers know not what they do. 


How you're charm'd with ev'ry Fair 
Celid's Wit and Cloe's Air, 
Or like Poppets how you move 
Here and there by W ices of Love. 


Come tell me each Swain 
That has felt the kind Pain, 
When the God does prevail 
In the Head or the Tail. 
Is not Love then a Riddle 
A Dance without Fiddle, 
2 K-23 Wop 
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That make all Men Adile, | 9 8 
Then he chat i is free 1 
From the Halter like me, 


May mount any Jade. without WY 


8 | + 
* . . 


.. Another Song. 


E are pleas'd with a Glaſs 
And we Ogle the Laſs 
That has Wit and -a delicate Feature, 

While Muſick and Wine 

Do joyntly combine ; 


T' inſpire the fair ſhe with good Nature. 
Then Love darts a Smile 
Does our Senſes beguile 

That we cannot tell what is the matter, 
We Laugh and we Play 
And ſomething we ſay 

To diſcover our Mirch or our Folly. 


But 


C233 9 
But when the Nymph's gone 
And we left all alone | 
We return to our old Melancholy; 
Fs We're thoughtful in vain "Ir 
Till ſhe comes back again N 
Then we ramp like young Bacchus as Jolly. . 
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On the' Queen's firſt ſt Appearance as the 
Death of bis Royal * tbe Fame o 
Denmark. A Song, 


* $a 


wer” Harmonious Sounds begin 
* To Crown the joyful Air, : 
Ev'ry Voige and ev ry String 

Freſh Melody Prepare. | 


Hark : the conq'ring Briton's ſhout ; 
Anna moves her drooping Head ; 
The Trumpets Clangor and the Drums 
5 Wake her from her mourning Bed. 


Royal Hearts Rejoice 
Anna fills each Voice 
That did her Sorrows moan, 


K 3 
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Ann once again 
Britains darling Queen 
Aſcends with Joy the Throne. 


„ 


* 
. 


On a Piece uf the _ Oak ſent 


to a Gentleman as aT obacco=ſtopper. 


| 1 Send you Sir, this poor Remain of Wood, 2 


Vile as it ſeems, tis venerably good: 
It is a Fragment of that Ancient Tree 
The Royal Oak; Safeguard of Majeſty: 


Which has the Force of Wind and Weather ftood 


Till Time decay d, this very Heart of Wood, 
And tho ſome abdicated Years have pad 
Since that brave Stock ſhot out and ſprouted laſt, 
It ſtill remains fuch in its facred Parts 

As thoſe who my ſuffer, Loyal an 


————— 


Pl Wks, of Sir John Sucklin. 


O tell thee Fack Akin J have ſeen to Day, 
Wou'd lead thy Eyes as well as mine aftray ; 
A 
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A Beauty of ſuch Excellence, ſo rare, 

It wou'd be Prophanation to compare; 

Her Cheeks are dy'd with ſuch a bluſhing Red 
As on the full blown Roſe was never ſpread, 

No Lilly with her whiter Skin can Vie, 

All Nature's Store's a counterfeited dye ; 

So plump, ſo ſoft's her Lips, ſo full of Bliſs, 

No Grape that's Ripe more Juicy is. 

Then, he that looks upon her Eyes, 


Muſt be immortal or he dies. 


——_— 9 


— "_— 


To the eternal Fame of that wonderful Politician, 
indefatigable S—eſman, faithful M-— er, in- 
comparable Patriot, loyal Subject, facetious 
Gentleman, profound Lamyer, and undaunted 

Stic fler for the non-forgiving Party, Harlequin 

le Grand ; once the firſt in the H — ſe, tho 
the laſt in the L—ft who had the Honour 
to climb without Merit, and to fall without 
Pity; the Mirror of all Scribes, the Puniſher 
of Wit, the Patron of D. D'F —, and the 
Preſident of the Pi ry. 


ear up, Friend Harlequin! Thou rt not the firſt 
'S That has been bleſt, in order to be curſt: 
| Knaves, Fools, and Tools, have often climb'd aloft, 
Not by their Merit, but by others Craft, | 
K 4 That 


3 
That ſuch rais d Prodigals to ſerve a Turn, 
Might do thoſe Ills the Juſt and Wiſe would om, 
Till boldly Wicked they the Laws deſpiſe, 
And Sin, like common Whores, without Diſguiſe. 


Then all their Villanies unmask'd appear, 0 1- 
WH the proud: Fates, with angry N draw | 
near, | | 8 


And make em _y pay for Honours bought ſo | 
dear. 3 . 


Thus flatt'ring Minions, for their fawning priz'd, 
Wade thro' Preferments to be ſacrific d; 

And by their ſudden Fall, at laſt attone 

For ſome ill Conduct, not perhaps their own. 


Wiſe Governors are taught by Abraham, 

To fave their Iſaac by a hamper'd Ram. 

Therefore, according to the World's Deſires, 

Thou ſtand'ſt intangl'd in the thorny Bryers ; 

All wiſhing thou may'lt never be releas d 

By other Means, than was the horned Beaſt; 

Bat that to pleaſe the head-ftrong Rabble's Eyes, 

T oY may f become 2 glorious Factifice ; ; 7 
Suh 
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Such that may to the angry Gods a tone, 
For all thoſe Miſchiefs done by thee alone. 


Therefore, take Courage; he that Climbs at all 
Buy wicked Means, ſhould never fear to fall. 


Thy tott ring Hei ght by mighty Strides was gain d; 
Thy Speed was much too ſwift to be maintain d: 
For Man or Horſe too violent in their Pace, 

Are apt to ſtumble e er they win the Race. 

Thy tow'ring Height no prudent Limits had; 
Pride made the blind, and Malice made thee mad; 
Stern in Authority, ſevere to all 
That did beneath thy Want of Mercy fall; 

Pettiſh and haughty, eaſily provok d, 

Or Poets, by thy Means, had ne er been yok d 
Within thoſe Wooden Gimcracks, which we find 
Where firſt for Knaves, and not for Wits deſign d. 
For who can merit Scandal, more than thoſe 

Who ſell their C ry to their C——ry's Foes? 


What, tho* you once did o'er the N n tow'r! 


Net now witch Shame you've loſt that awful ,Pow'r, 
And 


| 
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And art become the Subject of Lampoon, 

For all the little Seribblers of the Town ; 
'Whilft thoſe, o'er whom thou triumph'ſt, when ſo 


Great, 

Sing thy Diſgrace, and haſten on thy Fate, 

That Heav'n's promis d Vengeance may be ſhew'd, 

On thee and thine, and all that curſed Brood, | 

Whoſe Father een o'er the Royal Martyr's 
Blood. 0 0 


Thus ruin'd Families, undone by thee, 
With joyful Eyes, thy happy Downful ſee : 
For who can pity him, who ne'er could ſhow 
One gen'rous Act to either Friend or Foe ; 
But always promis'd Favours, to deceive, 
And neter in Pow'r had Mercy to forgive? 


The ſame hard Meaſure may'ſt thou always find, 
Not only from the Laws, but all Mankind, 
That the ſame Path thy Servant has prepar'd, 
May be aflign'd thee as thy juſt Reward; 
For ſince no Mercy would the Traytor fave, 
Ev'n h- ** the Maſter too, who taught the Knave 
That 
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That little Scriblers, who were once thy Scorn, 
May trot to ſee thee take one happy Turn C 
And teach the angry World in doleful Verſe, 
To curſe thy Actions, and reproach thy Herſe : 
Nay, may the jingling Champion of thy Crimes, 
Give us thy Hiſt ry in his nauſeous Rhimes, 
That all thy Deeds may ſhine without a Mask, 
In Numbers only fit for ſuch a Task. 
And to oblige thee farther, when the Law 
| Againſt thee ſhall the Sword of Juftice draw, 
May the fond Fool be of his Hymns as free 
To th Gallows, as he was to th Pillory. 


Thus may the Prophet, with his empty Sounds, 
Labour in vain to heal thy Mem'ry's Wounds; 
And with his windy Bombaſt, crown thy Fate, 
Which, tho it comes to Morrow, comes too late. 


To 
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To the eternal Shame of Low- CB, and tbe 


laſting Reproach to Mo . on, Segnior Har- 
lequin Occaſi, the modern Tia Sic 


TEL? | ni Vern 2: 


r = 


Ail! Glorious Patriot of the Rs 
05: Rane: 52: ego os 4 
With T——nin thy Heart, and 


 T——yin'thy Face! 


No more let Church-men praiſe thy fiery Steed, 


The Horſe runs beft, that can maintain his Speed : 
But you, like Phaeton, drove on too faſt, 

Till from your Chariot you was headlong caſt. 
Let Sneakers then, no more prick up their Ears; 
Or ſuch tantivy Men encreaſe our Tears. 

The Chair's too good for you, to act your Part, 
You'd better talk at 7 — in a Cart: 

There you deſerve in Robes of State to ſit, 
Adorn'd with Hemp, not Wooden Ruff, as fit. 
Here by confefling you have been i ch Wrong, 


You then may bore yourſelf thro” your own Tongue, 
| That 


Te | 
* 


. 

That all the World you've injur'd; then may find, 
Lou for Preferment ſail'd with ry wind; 

Follow'd the hotteſt Scent without Controul, 

And to the Devil gave Body and Soul; WEE 

You cou zen'd all the Sophiſts, and the 8 

That took you for a learned faithful Scribe. 


Your Conſcience firſt, like Baalam's Aſs, was ſhy, 
Boggl'd and whinc'd, which when you did eſpy, 
Lou cudgel'd her, and ſpurr'd her on each. Sag, 
Until che Jade her Paces all could ride. 

When firſt you mounted on her tender Back, 
She would not leave the Presbyterian Track, 
Till in her Mouth the High- Ch 1 


And made her learn to Gallop or to Trot. 


h Bit you got, 


"Twas a hard Trot, and fretted her, alas ! 
The Moderation Amble eaſier was : | 
You taught her chat, and out of that to fall 
To the Tantivy, of Prelatical. "ORs 
Now with a Snafle, or a ewined Thread, 


| To any Government ſhe'll eurn her Head. 7 


Hail ! 


( 142) 


Hail! Then, Great Patriot of the Turn- coat); 
8 Crew, | | 
May ſt thou ne er fail to change, and ſtill be new, | | 
Till thou haſt met, what to thy Merits due. 


To my generous Friends, and worthy Patriot, 
Harlequin le Grand. The humble Memorial 
of your little Scribler, Spy, Champion, Cloſet- 
Counſellor, and Poet, D— 1 D'F-——e. 


o 


H! Sir, before your great Deſerts were known 

A To th Court, the 8S— e, the Country, or 
the Town; 

When you and I met ſlyly at the Vine, 
To ſpin out Legion Letters o'er our Wine, 
I then foreſaw your Malice and your Pride, 
With Forty more aſpiring Gifts beſide, 
Would raiſe you, by ſome Toil, in ſpite of Fate, 
To be an Upſtart-Prodigy of S—e : 
But yet believ'd, when you ſo high had ſoar d, 
And to the pow'rful P— you aim'd at, towr d, 
That you'd have ſtood more ſteady, than to fall 
At once from ſuch a lofty Pinacle : 


But 
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But S—e-Preferthents are uncertain Things, 
Ruin ſometimes from RI Favour Springs ; ] 
But he that robs the Bees, muſt never fear a 
Sting. 


— 


I once ſtood fair to be a mighty Man, 
You know the Time when who but Prophet Das ; 
But I, alas ! Impatient of Delay, 
Unwiſely play'd the Fool The Shorteſt Way; 
Or elſe to be chief H quis of S——e, 
Had been my Fortune, as it prov'd your Fate. 
Why not? For if it's poſſible to riſe 
By crafty projects , and officious Lies; 
Tis plain, that Tm for any Station fit, 
For who can doubt my Cunning, or my Wit, 5 
Since I am Courtier, Poet, Prophet, and a Cit? 
You know my Parts, for you have try'd em oft, 
I've been the Tool that raisd you up aloft ; 
The Offspring of my bold unbridl'd Muſe, 
My Flirts and Flights, my Hymns, and my Reviews; 
My Legion-Letters ſcatter d up and down, 
And Cries of Pop'ry to amuſe the Town ; 


: | Put 
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But above all, that excellent Eſſay, = 
My Step to th P —y The Shorteſt Way. 
Theſe were the uſeful Flams and Shams, thou know fl, 
Which made thy Paſſage eaſy to thy Poſt ; 
| For my keen Wit, with your ill Nature join'd, 
Blacken'd the Wiſe, and did the Fooliſh blind: 
Or, by the ſacred Stile of my R — , 
There never had been Room for ſuch as you. 


Have Enot rhim'd and rail d, ſworn, ly d, and ſpy'd, 
And all to pleaſure your Revenge and Pride? 
Have I not chang d, by your Advice, my Name, 
And us d Ten Thouſand Arts to ſpread your Fame? 
Have I not travell'd Scotland in Diſguiſe, 

And fill'd the N— th with Reams of mighty Lies? 
Diſpatch'd Intelligence, that you might find 

How freckl'd Caledonia ſtood inclin'd ? 

Did I not flatter them, and plainly prove, 

Their Scabs'were Saint-like Bleflings from above ? 
And all to ſerve you at a Time of Need? 


Tis true, I own, I did it for my Bread. 


How 


And whiſper'd T 
That you your lucky Cards might better play, 


To prove a Captain Porter in the End ; 
For tho' Tm thought to be a Saint by ſome, 
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| How oft have I impos d upon the Crowd, | 


n, till 'twas talk'd aloud, 


And win the doubtful Game The Shorteſt Way ? 


But now our Projects are at once undone ; 
Tho' you may ſtand, tis Time for me to run; 
But I'd adviſe you to proceed with Care, 
Since all your Hopes is in a T---fe of Hr; 
Forget not the unhappy Fate of Ninas, 


'Tis dangerous truſting to a Mount of / — as, 


But noble Patron, e er I take my Leave, 
One ſpecial Favour I muſt humbly crave ; 
Whate'er you do, pray ſave me from the Fate, 
That fell upon my Brother Spy of late; 
Nouns! Who'd be Agent to a S----be of Se? 
But ſure, Great Maſter, you're too much my Friend | 


I'm really unprepar'd for Martyrdom. 


Beſides, I vow and ſwear it makes me ſweat, 
To think ſo ſmall a Volume as a Sheet, | 4 
TT L Should | | | 1 
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Should all the Glories of my Life contain, 
Wrote by that ſad Hiftorian, Paul . in. 


Therefore, if once you draw me in ſo far, 
To make me fear a Tyburn Sledge or Car, 
You'll find no fooliſh Gregg of Prophet Dan, 
For I ſhall turn. the Tables, if I can, | 5 
And hang that Maſter, that has hang d his Man. 


To the late Right H ble : An Epigram, 
Written by an Infant little Scribler, whoſe 
Father has been ruin'd by the ſevzre Con- 


duct, and over-ſharp Management of Harle- 
quin le Grand. 


H Ad ſt thou in Pow'r, been merciful and 
good, 


As Great Men ought to be, and Chriſtians ſhou'd, 
The little Scriblers wou'd have ſung thy Praiſe, 
And ſoften d thy Misfortunes with their Lays; _ 
But ſince large Fines, and Pil Ves, by thee 
Where made the baſe Rewards of Poetry, 


The 
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The injur'd Muſes their Revenge will have, 
And without Mercy, chaſe thee to the Grave; Ee. 
There, on thy Tomb, eternalize the K— ve, 2 
That future Times * read thy true Deſert, os 


n once thou wer. 


And ſee how grand a V 

For what ungrateful Son, tho ne'er ſo young, 

Has he the Gife of either Pen or Tongue, 

Can bridle his Revenge, in Silence ſit, 

And ſee his Father puniſt'd for his Wit, 

By him who gull'd whole K s by his Fraud, 

Ruin d, by Tr , our 8 Abroad, 

And ſervd his Prince as falſly as he does . 
G- : 
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INSECT WAR: 


OR, A 


BATTLE 


BETWEEN 


The Hornets, the Waſps, the 


C atterpillars, and the Butter- 
Flies. 


b A B I. E. 


Written in the Lear, 1706. 


— 
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Kara eft Concordia fratrum. 


N Old, and Modern Fables I have read, 
What Birds and Beaſts, like Men of Senſe 
have ſaid ; | 


How 
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How both cou d with, as much eaſe Tattle, 5 


Till by a fatal Battle they had try'd 
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As Women Scold, or Children. Prattle. : 
But ne'er before this Pregnant Age was't known, | 
The Reptile Kind had ſo much Reaſon ſhown ; 
That they cou'd ſpeak ; in long Harangues Debate, 
And talk about Affairs of Church and State; | 
Nay, ſettle Matters, Dang'rous in ſome Caſes, 


— 


$ 


ae 
n —õ—— —ñ—— —ͤ—-— — 
-. 


So as to turn ſome Inſe#s out of Places; 


ae es — 


Each others Strength, and found the Weakelt Side. ö | 


The Butter- Flies were Grand and Num'rous grown,” / AA * : 
They ſwarm'd in ev'ry Field, and ev'ry To-]. 
But to ſpeak Truth, did not in any Place, 

Damage like the foul Catterpillar's Race; dutukia Þ 

Which ſpar'd no Living thing, that they cou'd meet, 

For all was Fiſh with them that came to Net. | 

The Honeſt Hornets, mean time, Buzz'd about, Le 

To ſee what Budding Flowers they cou'd pick out; 

But they were ſtrangely baulk'd, for ev'ry where 

They went, they found the Catterpillars there. 

This they reſented, and at laſt grew ſhy, 

In ſhort, they told the Haughty Butter-Fly, 5 5 
"TR" L. z Fu : 
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The Butter- Flies to make a Formal Show, 
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Twas bard the Catterpill's were not Content, 
To be excuf d by them from Puniſhment ; 
Which they bad Merited, for running o'er 

The Wealthy Product of all Natures Store; 

But they muſt be ſo Pert and Inſolent, 

To take 4 Liberty was never meant. 


% 


i 


For Catterpillars, at leaſt, ſhou'd underſtand, 


They are not Natives of this Fruitful Land; 


But only ſent among us for a Curſe, 


As they to egypt were, but here are worſe. 


As if they wou'd the ſelf-fame Miſchiefs do; 
With that Inhoſpitable Barb'rous Gueſt, 


Which wou'd devour his once too Gen'rous Hoft; 


He who at firſt receiv'd him kindly in, 

And to Protect him, own'd him for his Kin; 
Now he, forſooth, muſt call him Elder Brother, © 
Or be Kickd out of Doors by th' other; 

And if of Danger he but ſpeaks one Word, 
Bilboa — they threaten him with Fire and Sword. 


The 
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The Hornets thus deplor'd their woeful Caſe, 
And {wor E by Fove ſuch Uſage ſhou'd not paſs ; 


Not thinking all this while the Butrer- Hy, 

Had in him ſo much Damn'd Hypocrifie. 
But ſoon they found the Matter was too plain, 
That theſe ſame Butter- Flies were Rogues in Grain, 
As well as Catterpillars, tho more Sly, 

Yet, like them, hated Uniformity : 

And ev'ry thing beſides, the Hornets did, 

That they one Day had like to've Wings forbid, 
Becauſe the humble Carterpills had none; 

But that Sham wou'd not with the Aob-Flies down, 
Leſt they at laſt paſs for a Rabble Rout, 

For want of Wings to ſpread their Fame about: 
Not but they're Mad, they cannot ſo high riſe 

As Hornets, cauſe the Sun Diſtracts their Eyes. 
For they have Wings in Meaſure Twice as long, 
Yet neither are they half ſo Swift, or Strong; 

But notwithſtanding this they, gain d apace, 

In Intereſt with the Feeble Inſe# Race. 


For Butter- Flies made not a ſmall Pretence 
To all the Politicks, and all the Senſe, 
L 4 SO 
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So that they wou'd perſwade the Hornet Kind, 
They need not harbour Fealoufies in Mind; | 
But they might Sleep ſecurely in their Neſts, 


= 


For Catterpillars wou d not break their Refts : 


Yet told them, at the ſame time, They had Right 
To every thing of theirs, that they cou d get; 
And if they thought themſelves ſecur 4 by Laws, 
Or truſted to the Fuſtice of their Cauſe, 

They were Deceiv d. 
For if that it was th utmoſt they cou'd Plead 
Aſſur'd them, and without Ceremony ſaid, 


That it would ftand them but in little ftead. | 


For they were now reſolv d to change their Tones, 


To take 42 their Stings and make em Drones. 

As for the Huge Cathedral Noiſe they made, 
Like thejr own Humming Bag-Pipes when they play d, 
Of that they were not in the leaſt afraid. ; 


This, you muſt think, did very much perplex 
The Honeſt Hornets, and their Leaders vex 5 
For they had long Poſſeſs d the Fruitful Place, 
Free from the Spoils of that devouring Race. 


At 


P 


HE. . 
At this the Hornets round the Fields did ſend 
Their Summons, for their Brethren to attend, 


Accordingly they met one fatal Day, 

When Hornets thought they had a deal to ſay 
Againft this Plaguy, Perverſe, Treach'rom Train, 
That baſely had diſturb'd their Peaceful Reign, 
With Factious Civil Broils of This and That, 

About Religiow Things, and God knows Whar. 
That Crawling Catterpillars never meant, 

But with a Secret, Deviliſh, Black Intent, 

To Undermine the Hornets, whom they faw | 
Fenc'd in, and Guarded by a Sacred Law : | | 
Which they at any rate deſir'd to break, 
That they might be at Liberty to ſpeak. 


By this means they were ſure to gain their Ends, 3 
And make the Trimming Butter-Flies their Friends ; leap | 
Who Secretly did never much Eſteem, 
The Hornets more, than they did them. 

They hate the Catterpillars, who profeſs 

Religion, formal both in Show and Dreſs ; 

Which Butter-Flies, by their Neglect deſpiſe, 

And fancy both themſelves too Great and Wiſe. . 
But 
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But Hornets could not rightly underſtand 

That Butter- Nies at laſt wou'd Rule the Land; 

Till they, too ſoon, to their own Sorrow found 
Their Faith was Built npon. too ſure a Ground. 
For when th' Appointed Day of Tryal came, 
Whole Swarms of Catterpillars Blind and Lame 
Crept in to give for  Butter-Flies their Vote, 

And Hollow'd all the Honeſt Hornets out. 

This the Wing d Breed took for a ſure diſgrace, 

As what poor inſe#s that had Senſe, cou'd leſs ; 
Since they were compaſs d round with ſwarms of Lies, 
And Falſe Suggeſtions from the Butter- Flies, 
Who Lorded it with ſuch Tyramick Sway, 
The Hornets were compell'd to yield che Day. 


Zut e er th Embattled Hoſt forſook the Field, 
An Angry Waſp, one that diſdain'd to yield, 
Flew np, and ſwore he wou'd not quit his Shield. 
This rais'd Confuſion mong the Creeping Kind, 
Who were, for want of Wings, lagging behind ; 
Yet e er the Rumour had o er- ſpread the Plain, 
The Butter- Flies had Rally d them again; 


(1550 
And manag d with ſuch Skill their Rabble Rear, 
That to the Waſpiſh Chief they Fac d about; 
Who mean time had oblig d his Hornet Bands 
To ſtand the Charge; ſubmit to his San 3 
And ſo maintain'd their juft Poſleflions, free 
From the vile Yoke of Cringing Slavery. 
This pleas'd the generous Race, who now diſdain 
To give, what they to keep before, thought Vain. 
What haſty Rage they wou'd to Battel fly, 
Seem not to dread their Powerful Enemy, 5 
But rather than ſubmit, are now enclin d to Dye. 
Thus ſtood the Combatants till a ſurprizs = | 
Fell out, that dazzled all the Hornet. Eyes, ö 
To ſee themſelves joyn d by the Butter- Flies. I 


This forc'd them quickly, like ſome Angie Charm, 
For fear of their Diſhonour, to diſarm : 

Their Leader ſtrait lays down his Manly Shield, 
Bends his way Home, and quits th! Ingloriows Feld- 
While Oh! The Damn'd Deceit of outward Show, 
The Hypecrites cou'd ſcarcely let him go, 

E er they fell foully on the Hornet Bands, 

Seiz'd all theic Arms, and Manacl'd their Hands ; 


cuba 
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Curb 'em with Laws, gainſt which if they com- 
plain, 5 
|They loſe the Favors of their hotſpur Reign. 


Thus Hornets lay, till ſome Decreed by Fare, 
To Reſcue them from ſuch a Tyrants Hate, 
Shou'd raiſe Diviſions in the Inſe# State. 
Make Flies and Forms bout Pride to diſagree, - 
One plead for Order, one for Anarchy, 
Till both were Ruin'd by Hypecrifie. 
At laſt the Waſpiſh Race entirely roſe, 

And did the Butter-Flies with Rage Oppoſe ; 
Nor ſpar d the Catterpillars baſer Brood, 
Prone to all Ill, to ev y thing, but Good : 
They Arm'd themſelves, each with a Poi: no Sting, 
And ev'ry Waſp in Gall firſt dip'd his Wing. 
Then ſpread th Infection o'er each Herb and Flower, 
The Creeping Catterpiliar ſhou'd devour ; 


* 


Till gorg'd with Rage, and ſwell'd up big with Splees, 
They burſt ; and gave the Earth her own again. 


Thus 
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Thus Waſps perplex'd the Catterpillars State, 1 
Made by the Simple Hornets Proud and Great; 
Who were ſo weak, they cou d not ſee the Cheat. 
But till believ'd the Gawdy Reptile Kind, 
As they were Gay in Show, Honeſt in Mind. 
While their own Kindred, who for Publick God, 
Have all the Rage of Butter-Flies withſtood ; 
Thus Shamefully Neglecked, let em Fight 
Gainſt all the Inſecti, for the Hornets Right. 
Which Waſps have ſo induftriouſly maintain'd, 
They've loft their own, and nothing by che Horner 


gain d; | | 
Yet till their Courage for their Cauſe they ſhow, 
_ *Gainſt a moſt Numerous, and Unequal Foe ; 
Knowing thy gain an Immortality, 
The Fading Butter- Fly will never ſee. 8 
Tho Waſps, like them, are of a ſhort Liv d Line, 
To others they can leave their great Deſign; 
And make their Actions, tho themſelves don't live, 


When Butter- Flies are quite extinct, ſurvive. 


But 


(153) £ 
Dat vet to Cruſh: this Frebie, Previſh Race, 
They Toil and Moil,' and break the Inſe#s Peace; 
When they might know it is in vain to ſtrive, 
For Waſps, as well as Butter-Flies, muſt live. 
And tho the Peaceful Hornet they run o'er, 
| Waſp: are reſolv'd to try their utmoſt Pow'r ; 5 


But ſee a Bloody Battel is begun, 
The Long Wing'd Inſe#s quite Eclipſe the Sun, 
And reach even to the Regions of the Moon. 
While Waſps, like Bars, that dare not Face the Light, 
Fight in the Dark Obſcucities: of Night; 
In Caves and Dens, for ſhelter they retire, 
Yet Sally out again with dreadful Fire ; 
With wond'rous Art compos'd, they ſpread around, 
And the more ſtifled, do the more rebound. 
Great Coeborw's Machine's have not half the Pow'r 
ToO Ruin Towns, and Cities to Devour ; 
As the quick Pojſon in this Inſefs Sting, 
That can deftroy th' Ambition of a Ring; 
That at one Stroke can make a Coward Brave, 
Aud then reduce him to the Meaneſt Slave ; 


-——_e 


Heroes 
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Heroes Immortalize, or let 'em Dye, 4 
And undiſtinguiſſrd, with the Vulgar fe. 
So Strong and Fatal is their Pojſon grown, 
A Diadem it props, or can pull down, 
And is a Truſty Safeguard to a Crown. 
This is the Battering Engine that they Play, 
Which ſometimes thro' a Kingdom makes its why: | 
That tho the uſp ſo deſpicably ſhows, 
Not like the Butter-Fly in Gaudy Cloaths ; 
| He can offend with greater Force his Foes. | 

More to the Purpoſe, and for greater Ends, 
Raiſe up the Greateff, and the Nobleſt Friends ; 
But as forſaken by the Horner now, 


He muſt to every Catterpillar bow ; 

With Servile Words, and with Obſequioxs Face, 
Cringe to the hollow Butter- Fly for Grace. 

This is the Fate of Waſps, on their Defence, 
Pleading for Liberty and Innocence ; 

Bur when in War, they all their Poiſon throw, 
Scrike Home their Sings, and Murder as they go. 


Witneſs 


(a). 
Wirneſs this Onſet from the 3aſpiſh Race, 
That has procur'd the Butter-Flies Diſgrace, 
How many Leaders have been Stung to Death 2 
How many faln by their Infectious Breath? 8 
Let ſtill Revengeful, they purſue the Waſp, 
Who will deſtroy more at his Dying Gaſp, 
Of ſuch ſtrange Particles this In/e#'s made, 
His Strength encreaſes,. as his Vitals fade ; 
Nearer he comes to his Immortal State, 
Great is his Soul, much greater is his Hate ; 
With Dire Convulſons, that it ſhakes the Earth, 
As tne Trembles at an Earth-quake's Birth; 
Around the Globe the Black Contagion ſpreads, 
Harbours in Courts, and ſculks in Downy Bedi, 
Where it Infects the Migbiy and the Great, 
And ſhows each Stateſinan his approaching Fate. 


Yet ſtill behold this odd Ayſterious Kind, 
Of inſed Race, can no Indulgence find; 
Spight of his Charms, the Butter- Fly purſues, 
The more he's Baffled, ſtill the Fight renews, 
Still, ſtill, Exaſperates the Waſp to wound, 
And by his Numbers makes him quit the Ground: 
3 But 
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But all in vain he offers to deſtroy 
The Inſe# which is Fated not to Dye : 
A ſtrange unhappy Immortality. 


Who is't that pities not the Wretches Fate, 
Who knows not when his Pains will Terminate? 
Vet ſtill the Maſps maintain thi unequal Fight, 
And Gall their Foes with Liberty and Right ; 
For Naser can never alter Natures Laws, 

Or Inſe#; Periſh in a Righteous Cauſe, 

Where equal Fuſtice holds the Ballance true, 
And Butter- Flies and Waſps have both their due. 
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On the UNION 


| | | A 


= To the QUEEN. 
| | iy O W ſhall () my Muſe expreſs thy 
Pow'r or Praiſe, 


Whoſe Godlike (b) Gifts are Crowns, | 
and Peaceful Days, 


While our weak Eyes delude our weaker Senſe, 


To view a Mortal with (c) Omnipotence ? 


— — 


{a) Et quo te Carmine dicam ? Virg. Georg. l. 2. 

— O Fama ingens —— ä 

Quibus Calo tu laudibus æ quem? Virg. . J. it. 
— — Utinam modo dicere poſſem 

Carmina digna. Ovid Met. lib. 5. f. 6. 

(») Sophitos ignes Anna regniq; Coronam 
Cum Sceptro tribuit. DV ng. An. l. 8. 

(c) Mente deosadiit. Ovid Met. l. 5. t. 2. 
Chara deum ſoboles, magnum Jovis incrementum. Vir. Ed. 4. 


How 
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Truſt their own Safety in each other's Breaft ? 
How cou'dft thou (4) Flagrant Miſchief overawe, 


And then inſpir'd the (F) People to Unite. 


Cp) 
How cou'dft thou el le, | had | (a) Diſcord had o er- 
ſpread > we N 1 
This Je, couch it in its own proper Bed? 
How cou'dſt thou make a Paradiſe appear, 
Where ſuch Diſſentions had poſleſs'd the Sphere 2 
Reſtore that (0) San and Mon again, whoſe Light 


Give us Day now, and over- rules our Night. 


How cou' d' ſt thou make each (e) diſagreeing Beaſt, 


And calmly make it yield to Nature's Law ? 


when ſtubborn Nations jarr'd with mutual Spite, 


'Twas then thou ſhone with a (e) Diviner Light, 


_— 
th 


. 


(a) ' Furor impius intus | 
Sæ va 8 ſuper arma, & centum victus abenis 
Poſt tergum Nodis. Lucan. J. 7. 


(b) Dido citius tumida æquora placat, 8 


Collectaſq; fugar nubes, ſolemq; reducit. Virg. Zn. 1. r. 
(c) Cum canibus timidi veniunt Pocula damæ. Vir. Ecl. 8. 

Ipſe licet videas, cavea tabulantur in una, 

Et pariter ſociascarpit uterq; dapes. MAMAare.l.g. Ep. 72. 
| Quem ry | 


Veſtra diem Virtus, finis Civilibus armis, 


— 


Quem quæſitis adeſt. Lucan. l. 7. 
(e) Patim divinæ mentis & hauſtus. 
Athereas dixere. Virg. Georg. l. 4. 


(F) O fortunatæ Gentes, - | 
—— Quz nos fortuna quietos | 
Sollicitar, ſuadetq; ignota laceſſere bella? Virg. . l. 11. 
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Treaties of Old refus'd thou didſt as 
And perfeRed, to ſhow what thou con'dſt do. 


When Beauty had no Form, and Form no Sire, 
Nor Waters felt the quickning Force of Fire ; 

As the firſt (a) Chaos at th Almighty Call, 
So at your Nod Sabjeficn fell on all: 


The Sword declin'd its Head and ſeem'd to low' r; 


And drop'd to find your () Word of greater Pour; 


We are amaz d at this ſtrange (c) Act of thine, 
This Union looks ſo like a Work Divine. 
What ſhall we ſay ? By making of us One, 
You've fix'd upon your Head a Tripple Crown ; 
The Glory of Ten Crowns is all too vain, 


As a Reward to offer ſuch a (4) Soveraign. 


— — 


3 


(a) Sic chaos ex illa nature mole priores 
Digeſtum partes ſcimus habere ſuos. Ovid de Pont. l. 4. Ec. 8. 
e Signa ego — 
& arma 
Militibus fine cœde, diſcerpta vide. Hor. lib. 3. Od. 5. 
(e)- - Dat Anna Britannis, 
Mentis majora fideq; 
M unera, Ovid Met. l. x3. Fab. 4. 
(4) Quanto quiſqʒ ſibi plura negaverit 
A dis plura feret. Hor. l. 3. Ode 16. 


For 


T 
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For Virtue 'tis makes her great Fame and Worth, 
The Widow's Oyl encreaſe by pouring forth * 
(a) A Torrent thus in Winter that does flow, 


5 | . » : £6, 1 * 
Oer Trees and Hills in Summer, runs below; 


The higher led by Fortune ANNA gets, 


Her Goodneſi ev'ry where the more remits. 

Then let us (Y) think on thee, while we (c) Suppreſs 
Our Words, for Speaking will but make thee (4a) Leſs* 
Fathom the (e) Ocean, and what we find ih 
Boundleſs, by Meaſures cannot be confin'd ; 3 


Tho after you with Phebys Light we run, 


We muſt not think to (F) overtake the Sun, 
While wich its Light it opens our Eyes thus, 
The (g) Brightneſs as we view it (b) dazles us, 


(a) Sic ego torrentem, qua nil obſtabat eunti 


. . Lenius, & modico, ſtrepitu decurrere vidi. 


(%) Satis laudat qui tacet, | 
(c) Laus eſt non facere quod facere non poſſumus. Lack. 63. 
(4) Grates perlolvere dignas 

Non ovis eſt noſtræ. Verg. En. I. 1. 
(e) Oceani fluctus me numerare jubes. Mart. I. 6. Ep. 34. 
(F) Sunt mihi quæ valeant in talia pondera Vires? 

Et ani mos ceite veſtros ſeuſuros honores? Lib. 13. Fab. 1. 
(2) Parte ſui meliore viget, majorg; videri. 

Cœpit, & . fieri gravitate verendus: Ovid M. I. 9. f. 4. 
D Murat nocte diem, radiiſq; potentibus aſtra | : 

Sol vetat ire, | Lucan. l. to. 


M 3 Wen 


( 166 ) 
When Winter's paſt the Teeming Earth grows glad, 
And Prides it ſelf like Infants newly clad; | 
So Love this Union meets, its Joy to fill, 
Paſt Fears and Dangers ſpreading farther ſtill. 
Two Realms () embrace our Patriots with one Heart, 
While Heaven and 4 NN A fill up every Part. 
A Gif Twice Giv'n, firſt from the God's above, 


Then here, we ſhou'd return with double Love; 


But while we think on this, and wonder thus, 
Fate ſhows ic ſelf ſtill more Miraculoas. 

O never for a happier Nation leave us, 

Since all we are, and do enjoy, you give us 
For whom you've made a New World to diſpence, 
Your ever Wiſe (50 Protect ing Providence. | 
Ne'er leave us till our growing Palm expands 
Above the daring reach of human Hands ; 
Until you've made United Britain ſeem 

A very Golden Brook and Silver Stream ; 
The very Land of Happineſs, from whence 


Proceeds ſuch wond'rous Pow'r and Excellence 3 


p_ 


(a) Nominis ante mei venient Oblivia nobis 
pectore quam Pietas, fit tua pulſa meo. Ovid de Pont. l. 2. 
() Pender in hac anima Populorum vita ſaluſque 

— O xcrum fxlix tutela, ſaluſque. Mart. J. 5. Ep. I. 


Let 
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Let Xerxes ride in his vaſt Armies Front, 
Dry Rivers up, and Stem the Helleſpont, 
All this wont equal what we now enjoy, 
By healing Union, and ſoft Liberty. 
Praiſe here muſt ſink in Merit when we ſtrive 


To keep an Ad ſo wond'rous great alive: 


Then let us Dedicate the Happy Day («) 
That Britons do their Juſt Oblations pay, 
To Union firſt, to Flora, and to May. | 
The (b) Triumph of our Joy from thence bears 
Date, 
When Thee and ANN A's Name we Celebrate ; 
When we cry Triumph with a Fubilee, 
We cann't bue we muſt caſt our Eyes on Thee ; 
Thoſe Rays that made this Day, and which were 
| —_ 1 8 
- By kinder Heaven on the Parliament; 


. * 


— 


(a) Britannis plus 1 preeſtitit ulla dies Mar. l. 3. Ep. 6. 
Hunc Aurora diem ſpectacula tanta ferentem. 
Quam premum croceis roſcida portet equis 
Fs, — illud erat, ver magnus agebat. Virg, Georg. 
rbis, &c. 
(b) Quando magis dignos licuit 12 Triumphos? 
Quando Palatini plus meruere Dei? Mt. l. 5. 


M 4 When . 
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When we ſing 1 Peans we muſt 15 
That it was Providence that led the may. 


To give to (a) ANNA Praiſe, and to prefer 
This (5) Day of Flora Sacred unto her. 
So Fove's Bird doubles with his Two Sun' Sight, 
And only Day appears by this clear Light ; 
Our (c) Plæbus thus in his true Luſtre ſeems, 
When we behold him with theſe ſhining Beams 3 
When we our Thanks to our great Patriots pay, 
Shou d we at any but this Altar pray ? 
Derive our Fate from any other Spring, 
Than this bleſt Royal Chryſtal Stream, the Queen? 


—ﬀ{ 


(a) Tibi ſic fint vota quotannis. Virg. Ecl. 3. 
(b) May-day, from whence the Union begins. 
(c) Ecce Parens verus Parriz Lucan, 
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keg Ail my delight! All Hail how happy 

Shade! | 

Under whoſe Branches once fam'd Cowley 
laid. 

Hail ye Cherfean Groves ! All Hail ye Woods ! 

And Silver Swans! All Hail ye Nympbs and Floods! 

Who e'er near Thames have their abodes 

The ſweet Retirement both of Men and Gods ; 

Hail ev'ry happy Mortal ſeated there, 


So near to Bus'neſs, and fo far from care. 


Bleſt with th Enjoyment that full plenty yields 

In Nature's Garden the luxurious Fields, 

Where ſoft Contentment rears its verdant Head 

On ev'ry humble Plant and ev ry molly Bed, 
There 
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There ſtretch'd at eaſe true Satisfaction lies, 
That all the Noiſe and Heat of London flies; 
Like Slaves Men Toil in that tumultuous Town 


And only Free-men are when here laid down, 
They can their Labour at their leiſure Crown, 
Under an Elm or Walnut's Branches reſt, 


And be all Day with Peace and Pleaſure bleſt ; 


With all things decent for a Rural State, 


To make Men Happy, not to make them great; 


For Nature here has in Perfection ſhown 
The Pride and Grandure of a Pompous Town, 
Which Folly makes Men Mimick but in vain, 
No Thrian Dye can give the Violet ſtain, 

Or Roſe or Fulyflow'r be dy d in Grain: 


The beauteous Green the homely Holly wears 


Laſts her without repair ſome Hundred Years, 
Such frugal Ways Nature inſtructs the Hind, 
And with wiſe Leſſons Cultivates his Mind ; 
He muſt be Happy that her Laws purſue, 

For what ſhe dictates, is what we ſhou'd do, 


Oh happy State of happy Man firſt made! 


Eer of himſelf or Solitude afraid; 


But 
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But of the Joys of Life cou'd take his fill, 
Nor wanted ought to do it but his Will; 
He ſaw Delight and had it at Command, 


Pleaſure and Appetite went Hand in Hand. 
But what is Eden if it cannot pleaſe, 


For with his Garden 'twas he loſt his Eaſe. 
Oh ſad exchange ! From ſuch a cool Retreat, 
To mix with Crowds and Buſtle in the Heat, 
To gain the Bread of Life with Care and Sweat. 


How uncancern'd does that Man live, how free, 
Like the firſt State of Native Liberty, : 
That ſates himſelf in his own little Store, 

Nor hoards up Wealth, nor wiſhes to have more; 
But looks with chearful Pleaſure on his own, 

And Smiles at the falſe Gem: that fill a Crown. 
Round his own Grounds can take the wholeſome 

| Air, 0 

And finds his Satisfaction in his fare. 

When having lopt his Trees, or prun' d his Vine, I 
On coarſe clean Linnen can be pleas'd to Dine, . 
Or Roaſt, or Boil'd, without Ragou's, or Wine. 


5 
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This plain Content is all Heav'n can beſtow 
To wretched Man, while he remains below. 


* 
* 
* | 
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Occaſtond by the Promotion of the 
Fight Honourable Sir Thomas 
Trevor, now Lord Trevor, o 

the Digmty of Lord Chief” Fuſtice 
of the Common=Pleas. 


1 
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Ante triumphales currus Eccleſia præſes 


Fuſtitia & Pietas, cingit utrumque latus. 
Inter purpureas fulget clementia turmas * 
Virtutum glomerans, agmine tota Cohors. 


CoA — — 


ET Britain now adorn'd with Fuſtice Shine, 

* And by her Pow'r ſhew ſhe's of Race Di- 
vine; 5 

Let Heav'nly Dew in pearly Drops fall down, 

And Ceres gv'ry Field with Plenty crown; 

| Since 


C1) 
Since Trevor ſits in bleſt Afres's Seat, | 

— Made by his Merit, not his Sov'reign great, " : 
Nor honour d, but an Honour to the State. 23 

None e er the Laws of England bettet knew, 

And to thoſe Laws and Country dutſt be true; ; 
Fearleſs of Threats, for flatt ring Arts too great, 4 

He rul'd the Law, and by it ferv'd the State. 

Thus Trevor oer the Common Bench preſi des, 

And wich th' exacteſl Rules of Juſtice Galle 5- 
He ſoftens all the Rigour of the Laws, 
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And pleads as well as Judges ev'ry Cauſe. 


How long will Forteſcue and Flets live, 
And Littleton the fate of Time ſurvive ; 


How Coke to endleſs Days be tumbled o er, 


And Hale rever'd till Time ſhall be no more. 


The Days of Old, when Law in Darkneſs lay, 
And Anarchy poſfeſs d Tyrannick Sway. 
When Lawleſs Men each other did invade 


E'er Property was known, or Laws were made, 


But firſt my Muſe, with careful heed furvey ; 


Fill they by Reaſcn and Experience ſaw, 
Men cou'd not long ſubſiſt without a Laws 


The 


0 

The wiſer ſort in Friendly manner joyn'd, 
And quickly were by ſocial Leagues combin'd ; 
For mutual Help each others Aid they ſought, 
And thus were into Form and Order brought : 
| Neceſſity that firſt inſtructed Men to live 
Taught em by flow Degrees at laſt to live. 


But too luxuriant Nature did at laſt 
The great Deſign into a Labyrinth caſt, 
And what for uſe was once ſo well apply'd 
Their laviſh Prodigality deny'd. 

So vain Mankind do from their Safety fly, 
And for bleſt Freedom court inglorious Slavery. 


After ſome Ages in Confuſion paſt, ' | 
And nought but War ſucceeded War, at laſt; 
Heav'n it always was more kind to Man 
Than he was to himſelf, did thus Ordain, 
That States ſhou'd Flouriſh, and all Laws ſhou's be 
The Ligaments of all Society. 
Then twas that . and Lycurgus roſe, 
And did the force of Anarchy oppoſe ; 
Then were the Rules of Law and Juſtice giv'n, 
And the Afrea did deſcend from Heay'n, 


From 
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From Athens, Rome her mighty Treaſure brings, 
And by her Laws deſtroy d her Tyrant Kings: 
The Godlike Brutus laid the Corner Stone 

Of wholeſome Laws and Liberty in Rome; 
Hence did her awful Pow'r and Greatneſs riſe, 
And Barb'rous diſtant Nations thought her Wiſe ; 
Now Conſuls rul'd and Government Ordain'd, 
And like true Patriots, not like Tyrants Reign'd g 
O'er all the World their eaſy Conqueſt ſpread, A 
And where their Arms prevail'd the People led ; 
Not in baſe Servitude, but Nobly as they fought, 
Their Laws impos d, and Civil Manners taught, 
So wide of force, they did their Conqueſts awe, 
*T was not their Legions govern'd, but their Law. 
Then twas their Two neck'd Eagles gan to fly, 
And ſpread their Wings of ſoft Humanity; 
Like Fame they ſoar'd, and like her much cou d tell, 
How Roman Virtue, did the World excel ; 

How Lælius Friendſhip and how Scipio's Love 
The braveſt Souls to Nobleſt Acts improve, 
Glory Spurs on, and Dictates to my Theme, 


The mention of Immortal Cato 's Name. 


Thus 
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Thus always Rome protected Virtue's Cauſe, 
And on that Foot eſtabliſh'd all her Laws: 
When Conſuls cou'd no longer that defend, 


Ceſar preſcrib'd to all their Government an end. 


Then o'er the Conqueſts that his Arms obtain'd, 
The Laws of Rome without Obſtruction reign'd, 5 
But the rough Britain's Roman Laws diſtain'd : 
They under Cæſars Government were free, 


And bore his Rule without the Slavery. 


Not Cæſars Sword or Ciceros Matchleſs Pen 
Cod move the Minds of ſteady Britiſh Men; 
Ev'n then they were of foreign Cuſtoms ſhy, 
Not to be flatter d out of Liberty. 
In Courſe of Time, where Rowe her Pow'r had loſt, 
The Saxon firft our Eaſtern Ocean croſt, 
Rough as the Bri:iſh Race they hit the Clime, 
Nor ſtrove to. alter Cuſtoms in their time . 
But what the Fam'd Dunwallo firſt had done, 
That they eſtabliſh'd on the Bririſh Throne, 
Dunwallo who Molmative Laws aflign'd, 

And executed Juſtice in its kind: 


The 
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The Temple firſt a ſacred Refuge made; "TJ 
And did protect the Plowman's Share and Blade; 5 


Alfred. in Saxon, Language writ his Laws; 
So ſacred he efteem'd the Nation's Cauſe ; 
Nor ought. my. Maſe paſs over Guitbeline, 
A famous_ Monarch of the Britiſh Line ; 
Warlike and Brave he kept the Pi&s in awe, 
And bleſt his Country with the Mercian Law. 


But ſee how various are the turns of Fate 5 
Some Mal- contents there are in ev ry State; | 
For in the beſt and mildeſt Government 
There will be Villains that are diſcontent. 


The Warlike Danes then to their aid they call, 
Firſt ſet em up, and ſoon proclaim their fall; 
Wich mighty Zeal they bring thoſe Safe-guards o'er, 
And ſtake their own, to gain a foreign Power. 

But till the Laws kept ſteady in the State | 

| Which their own Merits, nor their Craft made great ; 

For had they not the Senſe of Juſtice ſhown, 

'T he Law had been ſubſervient to the Crown. 2 
| N Now | 
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Now Saen do again their Pow'r obtain; 
Not gainſf the Laws, but with the Laws they reigtt. 
Alfred and Edgar well deſerve our praiſe, 
Who rul'd with Juſtice till King Edward's Days: 
True Engliſh Men till for oppreſſive Might, 
That ne'er will know when they are in the Right. 
But when the Norman Duke aſſum d the Throne, 
Boldly he did attempt to follow none. 
But Henry with indulgence did withdraw 
The Weight and Rigour of the Norman Law, 
From heavy Burdens ſet the People free, 
And broke the Yoke of Dane-gilt Slavery; 
So great a Prince deferv'd a greater Name, 
Had not his Brother's Death Eclips'd his Fame. 


The Clergy Stepb'n from Temp'ral Laws ſet free, 
But bo und the Lay-men faſt in Slavery; 
Till Saxon Blood in Second Henry broke 
The ſervile Fetters of the Norman Yoke : - 

Tho' Rome from Stephen yet uſurpt a Pow'r, 
Which Church-men fail'd not to improve each Hour, 
For then the Priefts did ev'ry where controul, 


And ſhow'd how they cou'd Rule in Becker's Soul. 
Bec bet, 


( 


Becket, who once ſupply d the Chanc'lor's Chair 


With haughty Mein, and with as proud an Air, 

As if tha Holy Father had been there. | 

Prieſts well might chuſe from Rome a Sov'raign Guide, 

' Rome taught em Prieſt-craft, Prieſt- craft taught em 
Pride. | 

But Henry did the Ancient Laws reſtore, 

Inſpite of Rome and all her thund' ring Pow'r ; 

Bulls had no force Anathema's were vain, 

The King reſolv d, and did his Pow'r maintain. 

No ſooner was the Land from Rome made free 

But ſhe return'd to her Captivity; 

While Richard's Triumphs grac'd abroad nis Crown, 

The Laws at Home were baſely trampled on; 

By Ely a falſe Church-man, ſo are all 

That Craſp at Pow'r, the Miter and the Ball. 


When the Third Henry, fill'd the Engliſh Throne, 
Then Juſtice, Law and Liberty, were known; 
King Edward's Laws were once again revivd, 
And Magna Charts in full Freedom liv'd, 

Till Liberty to baſe Corruptions grown, 
Defil'd the Laws, and oft diſturb'd the Crown. 
8 N 2 This 
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This is the Monſter that devours a State, 
And makes the People Tremble at their Fate, 
To ſee by what vaſt Strength and Pow ſhe ſways, 
And like Leviathan purſues her ways ; 


Dark as the Pit of Hell from whence ſhe roſe, 
To vex the Land and ruin its Repoſe. 


On the BATTLE 
Of OUDEN ARD. 
Urſue, purſue, i abi glorious blow, - 

P Leave no remainder of the haughty Foe; 


Lewis with Pride, and W ealth, and Pow'r, made great, 


Muſt fully all his Glories by Retreat. 
Bacchus with Thgers ſwiſt to India rode, 

And twas purſuit of Conqueft made the God: 
Thus diſtant Regions Echo ANN As Name, 
Convey d by the Progreſſive Voice of Fame; 
Whilſt 4 NN 4's Sword is lodg'd in Malbro's Hand, 
Tis Victory to Obey, and Empire to Command, 
See how the ſcatter d Troops extend their Flight, 
And bleſs the ſable Covert of the Night, 


THE 


THE EIGHTH 
ECCLOGUE of VIRGIL 
Damon and Alpbæſibæus. 


HE mournful Muſe of Two contending 

>. | Swains, | 

Sa Of lighted Love and Witchcraft both 
complains. | 

The wondering Cattle quite forget their Food, 

The Lynxes of their Verſe amazed ſtood ; 

And the ſwift Flood takes on the Banks his Seat, 

While we the Swains rejected Songs repeat. | 

And thou great Prince, whether thou paſſeſt o'er 

Timavus Rocks or Coaſts th' Ihyrian Shore, 

Aſſiſt my trembling Muſe, whilſt I rehearſe 

Thy mighty Triumphs in immortal Verſe ; 

In lofty Numbers thou may ſt juſtly claim, 

Due to thy great Commands and to thy Name; 

8 EE, SE, And 
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And laber mong the conq ring Laurels now 
The humble Ivy to adorn thy Brow. | 
Scarce had the Shades of Night forſook the Sky, 
And the cool Dew on tender Graſs to lie, 

When Damon to repeat his am'rous Song, 
Reclining gainſt an Olive thus begun. 


D A M. Bright Lucifer, thou that prepares the way 
Before the Sun, for the approaching Day : 
Go on, whilſt I of Ni/a's Perjury complain, 
Cry to the Gods for Aid, but all in vain; 
Begin my Pipe, with me, play the Mænalian Strain. 


Man las does always hear the ecchoing Groves, 
The lofty Pines, and Swains diftrefled Loves ; 
And active Reeds were till imploy'd by Pan, 
Begin my Pipe, with me, play the Menalian Strain. 


Fair Niſa's Charms on Mopſus are beſtow'd, 
Hopes are for ev'ry Lover now allow'd. . 
Now may the Horſe and Gryphin friendly greet, 
And tim rous Deer with Dogs at watring meet; 


Cut 


— 
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Cut your freſh Torches Mopſus, opportunely made, 
You now have got a Wife to light to Bed; 
Diſperſe thy Nuts about to pleaſe the = | 

And ſolace all the Night in Nuptial Joys. 

Heſper forſakes his Bed, while I complain, 
Begin my Pipe, with me, play the Mænalian Strain. 


You are well match'd „ and ſlight the courting 
Swain, | 
Whilft you with Pride my Pipe and Goats diſdain, 
Careleſs, diſtracted now my Looks appear, 
My comely Chin oer-ſpread with buſby Hair, 
As if the Gods regarded not my Pain, 
Begin my Pipe, with me, play the Mænalian Strain. 


I was the forward Lad, when in our Ground, 
Gath ring of ruddy Apples, you I found, 
Though ſcarce arriv d to Thirteen Years of Age, 
The yielding Boughs for you I did engage; 

But as I look'd I dy'd, and gather d all in vain, 
Begin my pipe, with me, play the Meanalian Strain; 
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1 ktiow 7 What Love is now, its Birth muft be 8 
On horrid Smaror,. or cold Rhodope, | 3 p 15 


Or Libya 8 wild ſupplies thy barb'r rous ; Veins, 
Begin my Pipe, with me, begin Menalian Strains. 
| gs 5 l 5 5 err 


Dire Love, firſt taught the Mother's Hand to Sin, 
And with her Children's Blood ſhe did begin. 
Inhuman Parent ! To deſtroy her own, 

Was ſhe more cruel, or her i impious Son? ? 


The Boy was baſe, her Cruelty remains, 
Begin my Pipe, with me, 0 Menalian Strains. 


Hence let the tender Sheep the 2 provoke 
And golden Apples bud upon the Oak, l 
The Alder bear Narciſſms gentle Flow r, 

And ev'ry Shrub the pureſt Amber pour. | 
With Swans, the Owl; contend on ev'ry Tree, 
And 757 rus, Orpbeas, in the Woods with Thee. 


The Dolphins with Arion on the Main, 


Begin my Pipe, with me, play the Menalion Strain. 


Let all things find a different Courſe to live, 
Ye Sylvan Shades your verdure ſtill ſurvive,' 
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From yonder Precipice Þll take my flight, - 
And drench my ſelf in Floods far from her fight. | 
This Legacy beftows a dying Man, | T 
Ceaſe now my Pipe; ceaſe the ' Menalian Strain. 


Theſe Words poor Damon ſpoke without diſguiſe 
To which Alphefibems thus replies; 
The ſacred Muſes their Decrees can tell, 
All Men alike all things cannot reveal. 


ALP H. Bring me ſome Water here, this Altar 
fence 
Around, with Vervain, Oyl and Frankincenſs, 
That by ſome ſacred Magick I may find 
A certain way to change: his fickle Mind.; 
Nothing is wanting, but my Charms remain 
To bring home Daphnis from the Town again. 
For Charms will make the Moon dance from her 
Sphere, 
Ulyſſes Friends by Charms transformed were: 
Charms will in Fields, deſtroy the deadly Snake, 
* from the Town my Charms bring Daphnis back, 
| | Thrice 


| Cs.) 

Thrice round his Head Three Fillets tyje 

Of variaus Colours and of different Dye, $> 

Thrice round theſe Mtars bear his Effi gie. 

In the 04d Count the Gods ſome. pleaſure take, 

Then from the Town, my Charms, bring Daphnis 
back. 3 


Three diflerent Dyes let Amarillis bring, 
And tye in treble Knots the Magick String, 
Then ſay, theſe are Love's myftick Knots I make, 
Now from the Towa, my Charms, bring Dapbni: 
back. car 


As Fire melts Wax, or hardens ſtubborn Clay, 
80 ſhall my Lore male Dephnis Heart obey. 
Sprinkle che Cake, and burn with ſulph'rous Steem 
The crackling Laurel, Daphnis does the ſame, 
And I for him this raging Fire maintain, 


To bring back Dophsis to my Arms again, 


Dapinis is ſeiz'd with ſuch deſiring Lore 
As a young Hefer that around does rove, 
f 
To ſeek the Bull through ev ry Copſe and Grove. 


Near 


wh ">> (19) 
| Near purling Streams, on the green Bank lies downy 
; Loft to her ſelf nor thinks the Night comes on, 
\ When to the expecting Herd ſhe ſhou d return. 


Buch is fond Daphnis Love, nor ſhall T eaſe his Pain, 


Oh let my Charms from thence * Row back 
„ 8 * 


The only Pledge remaining that he once was kind 


| Which after him to Earth ſhall be confin'd. 


Theſe Pled ges I beſtow for Daphnis fake, 
Then from the Town, Charms 0 W 


* 
Merit on me theſe poys nous Drugs , 


Plenty whereof in Pontus daily grows: 

With theſe into a Wolf he's often chang d 
Himſelf, and in the Woods at large has rang' 
Often I've ſeen him from the Grave return, 


* 


Poor wand'ring Souls, that in dark Regions mourn, 
Remove to his own Fields anothers ftanding Grain, 
Then from the Town, 5 Charms, bring . 


n "_ 
The 


The * Man theſs Garments lefe behind ; * 
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The ſacred Aſhes Amaryllis bring, 
Andthrow 'em o'er thy Head into the running Spring; | 
| Look not behind , theſe Rites for Daphys are, 
Who flights the Gods and Philters we prepare, 
Bring back, ye ſacred Herbs, and powerful Charms, 


Bring Back loy'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
* 


And of themſelves their trembling F lames diſplay 1 = 


See now the Aſhes round our Altar OA 1928 ; 
mad 


Whilſt in ſuſpence I'm kept with his delay. 
1 know not what the Omen means, but hark, 
There Hylax at the Door begins to bark. 
We muſt believe the beſt, as thoſe that love | 
Their Dreams to their own Fancies ſtill improve 34. , 
Then Amaryllis let's forbear our Charms, | 
I've brought my Daphnis to my Gm Arms. 


Toe Ninth nc of Y 1 R G F "i 


Lycidas and Mera, 
He. W Hither does Mæris thus uncern'dly 
13 haſte ? 


That he purſues the Road to Rome ſo faſt; 


Mar Is 
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Mer. Tis much we have eſcap'd thus far alive; 
This Day 1 thought not, Sbepberd, to ſurvive: 
When 1 ſhou'd hear a Stranger ſay; This Ground, 
And all theſe fertile Fields by me are own d: 
Begone, you Raſcals, from this pleaſant Farm; 
Diſcons late we depart, for fear of Harm. | 
Since Fortune over all things bears the ſway, 
What can remain for us but to Obey ? 
Two fatted Kids to the proud Rogue I bear; 
That they may choak him, is my conſtant Pray'r, 


Lyc. J heard indeed from th' Foot of that high Hill, 
That by Degrees deſcends to yonder Rill ; 
And where the dodder'd Beech hath ſtood fo long, 
Menalcus ſav d that Land with his diviner Song. 


Mer. You heard ſo, and loud Fame proclaim'd it true, 
But it was not our Verſe alone wou'd do. 
For War, O Lycidas, is more ſevere, 

And Doves with Eagles might as well compare; 
The boding Chough from an old hollow Tree 
Advis'd to ceaſe our Strife, and to agree ; 

Had he not taught us theſe dire Ills t' avoid, 
Nor Maris, nor Meralcas had his Life enjoy d- 
Lye. 
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Lyc. Who cou d have perpetrated ſuch a Deed 
So cruel, as to make Menalcas bleed? 
Who of the Nymphs wou'd then bright Songs have? 

made, | 

The fruitful Soil with flagrant Flow'rs have ſpread, e 
Or ſhelter Fountains with a leafy Shade? 
Compoſe ſuch Songs ag late from thee I took, 
When on our Amaryllis thou didft look, 
And with her Beauty charm'd caſt down thy Hook; 
And ſaid, pray feed theſe Goars for me, dear Swain, 
And water them, Tl ſoon return again; 
T have not far to go, howe'er take heed 
Of that old Ridgling with the butting Head. 


Mer. To Varus ſach like Strains he did rehearſe L 
Parus, whoſe Name's worthy immortal Verſe, 
If we in Mentus can but reſt in Peace; - 
Ah Tis too near Cremona for our eaſe: 
But if thou canſt preſerve thy Mantuan Plains 
Our Verſe ſhall ſoar above the winged Swans. 


Dye. So may thy ſwarms avoid the Cyrnean Yew 
And Milk in Plenty from thy Heifers flow ; 
| Begin, 


JE 

Begin, if thou'ft' the Gift of Poetry 

The Muſes lately have beftow'd on me. 

I have made Verſes too, to fix my Fame; 

And all the Swains give me the Poets Name. 

Tm not ſo vain to Credit what they ſay; 

I can't yet pleaſe my ſelf, in my own way. 

Cinna nor Varus have vouchſaf d to hear 

Therefore-like gabbling Geeſe mong Swans I muſt 
appear. . | 


Mer. Tm thinking, Lycidas, I can rehearſe, 
If I remember right, a noble Verſe ; 
Advance, fair Nymph, my Galatea hear 
What Paſtime is in gentle Streams, declare; 
Here Flow'rs the Spring, and there the pregnant Soil, 
On ev'ry Bank, does with freſh verdure ſmile, 
Round ey'ry Flood delightful Objects rife ; 
White Poplar here, the naked Bow'r ſupplies ; 
And tender Vines compleat the cooling Shade, 
Whilſt raging Floods th unbounded Shore invade, 


Lyc. Something J heard thee Sing alone laſt Night 
I have the Tune, cou'd I the Words recite. 


| Mer. Why on the old Æra Dapbnis doſt thou pore? 
Since Ceſar's Time, that Reck'ning is no more. 

Tis Cæſar's Star, that makes the joyful Field, 
And on the Hills the Grape her Purple yield. 


Grafe 
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Graft Tears for Daphnis ; After Ages may 
Be glad to crop, and bleſs the joyful Day 
*Tis Time brings all chings forth, we all decay; 
I when a Boy conſum'd a Summers Day 
In Singing ; but my Voice, alas! Is gone, 
My Voice and tuneful Notes fled with my Song, 
As if I'd ſeen a Wolf; but yet you can, 
If you're requir'd, repeat em o'er again. 


Lyc. You raiſe my Expeation by delay, 
Tho” all the Fields are peaceable and gay. 
See all things now ſo much to reft inclin'd, 
The trembling Leaves ſcarce feel the murm * 

Wind; 

And on our Journey we are got half way, 
Bianor's Tomb does now its Top diſplay. 
On theſe ſtrip'd Leaves here, let us ftretch a long 
Here lay the Kids, and Sing a merry ſong. 
We've time enough to reach the Town by Light, 
Or if we fear the gathering Clouds e're Night, | 
A pleaſant Song will ſhorten much the Road; 
Come, let us Sing, I'll eaſe you of your Load. 


Mer. Lets mind what we re about, dear Swain 
forbear; ; | 

We ſhall Sing better, when my Maſter's here. 
B R L 
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Et 2 9. fidibus 1 
Placare, & vituli ſanguine debito 
C aſtodes Numidæ Deos. Hor. lib. 1. Ode 36. 
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0 cu 32 ex ; Hiſpania redditum audio exultat, 


„ 
* 


Hat Noiſe is this, that interrupts my Sleep? ? 


What ecchoing Shouts riſe from the briny 
| Deep . 

Neptune à ſolemn Feſtival prepares, 

And Pzacs thro' all his flowing Orb declares: 


That dreadful Trident which he us'd to ſhake, 


Make Earth's Foundations, and Fove's Palace quake, 


Now, by his Side on ouzy Couch realin'd, 
Gives a ſmooth Surface and a gentle Wind ; 
Innumerable Tr;tops lead the Way, 


And crouds of Nereids round his Chariot play. 
N 1 O The 


— — 


.- = — 2 — 2. , Em > 


ö 
| 
| 
| 
| 
N 


( 194 ) 


The ** Sea Gods with attention wait, 


To learn, what's now the laſt reſult of Fate. 


: What earthly Monarch Neptune does decree 4 


Alone; his great Vicegerent of the Sea. 


By an auſpicious Gale, Britanis's Fleet 
On Gallia's Coaſt this ſhining Triumph met; 
Theſe Pomps Divine their mortal Senſe ſurprize, 


Lud to the Ear, and dazling to the Eyes: 


Whilſt ſcaly Tritons, with their Shells, proclaim 
The Names that muſt ſurvive to future Fame; 
And Nymphs their Diadems of Pearl prepare 

For Monarchs who, to purchaſe Peace, make War: 
Then Neptune his majeſtick Silence broke, 

And to the trembling Sailors mildly ſpoke : 
Throughout the World Britania's Flag diſplay, 
Tis I command, that all the Globe obey : 

Let Britiſh Streamers wave their Heads on high, 
And dread no Foe beneath Fove's azure Sky z 


If I have Truth, ſays Nerew, and foreſee 


The intricate Deſigns of Deſtiny : bak 
9 — 


PPP 


RES - JA nn ON 


A 


at 


With ſharpen'd Keels; to cut the yielding Flood: 


How Wars upon the watry Realms ſhall ceaſe, 


And ſtretch her Empire to the diſtant Weſt ; 
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1 that have view'd whatever Fleets have rode 


I that could weigh the Fates of Greece and Rome, 
Phenician Wealth, and Carthaginian Doom, 

Muſt ſurely know what, in the Womb of Time, 
Was fore ordainꝰd for Britain's happy Clime; 


And ANNA give the World a glorious Peace: 
Reſtore the Spicy Traffick of the Eaſt, 


Her Fleets deſcry Aurora's purple Bed, 
And Phæbus Steeds after their Labours fed. 


The Southern Coaſts, to Britain ſcarcely known, 


Shall grow as hoſpitable as their own : 

No Monſters ſhall be feign'd to guard their Store, 
When Britiſ Trade ſecures their golden Ore : 
The, fleecy Product of the Cotſwold Field 
Shall equal what Peruvian Mountains yield: 

Iron ſhall there, intrinſick Value ſhow, 

And by Yulcanian Art more precious grow. 


' BRITA NIA's Royal Fiſhery ſhall be 
Improyv'd by a kind Guardian Deity ; | 
. B 2 That 
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That mighty Task to Glaucw we aſſign; 

Of more importance than the richeſt Mine; 
He ſhall direct them how to ſtrike the Whale, 
How to avoid the Dan ger, when prevail; 
What Treaſure lies upon the frozen Coaſt 
Not yet explor'd, nor negligently loſt. 


In vaſt Acadia's Plains, new Theme for Fame, 


Towns ſhall be built, ſacred to X NNA's Name Y 


The Silver Firr and lofty Pines ſhall riſe 

From Britain's own united Colonies ; 

Which to the Maſt ſhall Canvas Wings afford, 
And Pitch, to ſtrengthen the unfaithful Board . | 
Norway may then her Naval Stores with-hold, 
And proudly ſtarve for want of Britiſh Gold. 


O happy Iſle ! to ſuch Advantage plac'd, | 
That all the World is by thy Counſels grac d; 
Thy Nation's Genius, with induſtrious Arts, 
Renders thee lovely to remoteſt Parts. 
ELIZA firſt the ſable Scene withdrew, 

And to the ancient World diſplay'd the New. 
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When Burleigh at the Helm of State was ſeen, 
The trueſt Subject to the greateſt QUEEN: 
The Indians, from the Spaniſh Yoke made free, 
Bleſs'd the Effects of Engliſh Liberty, 


Drake, round the World, his Sov'reign's Honour 
ſpread, 


1 : , 
Thro' Straights and Gulphs immenſe, her Fame 
"comer d; 


Nor reſts Enquiry here; his curious Bye 
Deſcries new Conſtellations in the Sky, ; 
In which vaſt ſpace, ambitious Mariners 


Nene place their Names, on * and chuſe their 
Stars. 


Rawleigh, with hopes of new Diſcoveries fra, 
And all the Depths of human Wit inſpir d. 
Rov'd oer the Weſtern World, in ſearch of Fame, 
Adding freſh Glory to Eliæa's Name; 
Subdu'd new Empires, that will Records be 
Immortal of a Queen's Virginit. (ginia) 


| But think not Allien that thy Sons decay, 
Or that thy Princes have leſs Power to ſway; 
Whatever in Eliza's Reign was ſeen, 

With a re-doubled Vigour ſprings again: 24 
| AS i... 8 
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Imperial 4 N NA ſhall the Seas contronl,. , 
And ſpread her Naval Laws from Pole to Pole: 
Nor think Her Conduct, or Her Counſels leſs: _ 
In Arts of War, or Treaties for a Peace ; 23 291 
In thrifty Management of Britains — . 
Imbezzel'd lately, or purloin'd by stealth: 
No Nation can fear Want, or read Surprize, | 
Where Oxfard's Prudence, Burleigh's Loſs ſupplies; 
On him the Publick moſt ſecurely leans, | 


To eaſe the Burthen of the beſt of Qneens: - 


On him the Merchants fix their longing Eyes, 
When War ſhall ceaſe, and Britiſo Commerce riſe. 
IAleides Strength, and Arle; Ermer Mind. 
To narrow Streigbes of Europe were confin c. 
The 3rir;ſh Sailors, from their xp hg © 
May find a nobler Liberty to range-⸗ dan benbdne 


| Oxford ſhall be their Pole-Star to the Sub, 


And there reward the Efforts of their Touth ? 
Whence, thro? his Cond uct, Traffick ſhall encreaſe, 
Ev'n to thoſe s. Seas which take theirNowe from Peace. 


F 


PEA ck is the'Sotnd muſt de Britons Ears 
But he the Noble Bolingbroke appears; 


Geſture: 


4 
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Geſture compos' d, and Looks ſerene declare D* 
The approaching Iſſue of a doubtful War. 
Now my Cerulean Race ſafe in the deep, 
Shall hear no Canons roar, diſturb their Sleep; 
But ſmootheſt Tides; and the maſt Halcion Gales 
Shall, to their. _ direct . Sails. 


Ye Time Sons of Gods! tis my xy Command, 
That you ſee Bolingbroke in ſafety Land ; 


Your concave Shells for ſofteſt Notes prepare, 


Whilſt Eccho ſhall repeat the gentleſt Air; 

The River-Gods ſhall there, your Triumphs meet, 
And in old Ocean mixt, your Hero greet 

Thames ſhall ſtand wondring, Iſis ſhall rejoice, 
And both in tuneful Numbers raiſe their Voice. 
The rapid Medway, and the fertile Trent, 

In ſwifteſt Streams confeſs their true Content. 
Avon and Severn ſhall in Raptures join, 

And Fame convey them, to the Nofthern Tine: 
Tweed then no more the Britons ſhall divide, 

But Peace and Plenty flow on either ſide; 
Triumphs proclaim, and Mirth and jovial Feaſts, 
And all the World invite for welcome Gueſts. 


B 4 Faction, 


- Faffion, that thro* the Land ſo fatal ſpread, 

No more ſhall dare to raiſe her Hydras Head 3 
But all her Votaries, in ſilence niourn, | 

The happineſs of Belingbroke's return; 

Far from the common Pitch, he ſhalt ariſe, - © 

With great Deſigns, 'to dazzle Emoy's Eyes: 

Search deep to know, of Whiggi ſo Plot. 5 the ſource, | 

Their ever-torning Schemes, and reſtleſs Corte . 


Who mall heroafter;; Het e read, 
But will reflect, with Wonder, on this Deed. 
How artfully his Conduct overcame Lord 1 
A ſtubborn Race, and quench'd a raging Flame; 
Retriev'd the Britons from unruly Fate, | 
And overthrew the Phaetons of State: 
Theſe wiſe Exploits thro' Galia's Nation ran, 
And fir'd their Souls, to ſee the wond'rous Man: 
The aged Counſellors, without ſurprize, 
Found Wit and Prudence ſparkling in his Eyes; 
Wiſdom that was not gain'd in courſe of Vears, 
Or Reverence owing to his hoary Hairs, | 
But ſtruck by force of Genius: 3 ſuch as drove 
The Goddeſs Pallas from the Brain of Jove. 


The 


( 201 ) 

The Youth of France, with Pleaſure, look'd to ſee 
His graceful Mien, and beauteous Symetry * 
The Virgins ran, as to unuſual Show, 

When he to Paris came, and Fount ainbleau . 
Viewing the blooming Miniſter deſir 5 

And {till the more they gaz d, the more ad mir'd. 
Nor did the Court, that beſt true Grandeur knows, 
Their Sentiments, by leſſer Facts diſcloſe, 

By common Pomp, or ceremonious Train, 

Seen heretofore, or to be ſeen again; 

But they devis'd new Honours, yet unknown, 

Or paid to any Subject of a Crown. 


The Galick King, in Age and Counſels Wiſe, 
Sated with War, and weary of diſguiſe, + 
With open Arms ſalutes the Britiſh Peer, | 
And gladly owns his Prince and Character. 

As Hermes from the Throne of Fave deſcends, 
With grateful Errand,to Heav'ns choiceſt Friends: 
As Iris from the Bed of Juno flies, _ 

To bear her Queens Commands thro' yielding Skies, 
Whilſt o'er her Wings freſh Beams of Glory flow, 
And blended Colours punt her wend'rous Bom; 5 


80 
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So Bolingbroke appears in Louis Sight, 
With Meſſage Heavenly, and with equal Light, 


Diſpels all Clouds of Doubt, and Fear of Wars, 


And in his Miftreſs's Name for Peace declares : 


\ Accents Divine! which the Great King receives 
With the ſame Grace, that mighty ANNA gives: 


Let others boaſt of Blood, the Spoil of Foes, _ 


Rapine and Murder, and of endleſs Woes, 


Deteſted Pomp ! and Trophies gain'd from far, 


With ſpangled Enſigns, ſtreaming in the Air : 
Count how they made Bavarian Subjects feel 

The rage of Fire, and edge of hardned Steel : 
Fatal Effects of foul inſatiate Pride, 

That deal their Wounds alike on either fide : 
No Limit's ſet to their ambitious Ends, 

For who bounds them, no longer can be Friends. 
By different Methods Bolingbroke ſhall raiſe 

His growing Honours, and immortal Praiſe, 


He fir'd with Glory, and the publick Good, 
Betwixt the People and their Danger ſtood; 
Arm'd with convincing Truths he did appear, 
And all he ſaid was ſparkling, bright and clear. | 


The 
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The liſt' ning Senate, with attention heard, 
And ſome admir'd, while others trembling fear'd ; 
Not from the Tropes of formal Eloquence, 
But Demoſthenicł Strength, and weight of Senſe : 
Such as fond Oxford to her Son ſupply'd, 
Deſign'd her Own, as well as Britain's Pride. 
Who leſs beholden to the ancient Strains, 
Might ſhew a Nobler Blood in Engliſh Veins : 
Out-do whatever Divine Homer ſung 
Of Neſtor's Counſels, or Ulyſſes Tongue. 


Oh! all ye Nymphs, whilſt Time and Toth allow, 
Prepare the Roſe and Lilly for his Brow. 
Much he has done, but ſtill has more in View; 
To A N N A's Intereſt, and his Country true. 
More I could Prophecy, but muſt refrain, 
Such Truths would make another Mortal Vain. 
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6 LV E me a Genius, fill d with ſoft delight 


Of Beauteous Forms, bleſt Images of Light; 
Teach me, Apollo, ſome Harmonious Song, 


And with thy Heavenly Lays inſpire my Tongue : 
Be huſh'd as Silence in the Dead of Night, 
Black Satyrift, thou Monſter of the Light, 
Ceaſe howling, baſe Diſturber of Mankind, 
And look on with more Pleaſure, or be blind. 
Why ſhou'd thy Venom touch my tender Muſe, 
And poiſon all the Sweetneſs ſhe ſhou'd uſe? 
Tho' ſuch bright Charms my Numbers does inſpire 
As will expert, and fill my Breaſt with Fire, 
BY ks 2 5 
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Dart thro? my Seul;-and-with their Native Rays | 
Shine on my Lines, and raiſe Eternal Praiſe : 
While Fame flies ſwift, thro ev'ry Cavern bears, 
And every ſpacious Void, th' Immortal Airs. 


The fecret Touches which in Beauty lie; 


Here, let your Pencils curiouſly diſtain 
The bl uſhing Paint, Which Nature does ordain 
Triumphant in the Female Sex to reign. 


Behold the Happy Monarch from Her Throne, 
Eavd of the Preſſures of a weighty Crown: 
Now, far more Bleſt and Glorious does appear, 
Her Guard, a Train of Noble Beauties are; 


Here ev'ry Smile freſh Beams of Joy diſpenſe, 


Whilſt the Bright Circle owns its Influence: 
Softneſs of Nature, in the depth of Thought, 

The Goddeſs, with the Woman interwrought F 
Bus neſs and Pleaſure ſo in her agree, 

They make the moſt delightful Harmony. 

But ſay, my Muſe, when ANNA moves along, 
How Pleaſure ſits upon the Charming Throng! 

Ss 4 A nd 
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And what bleſt Scene can more delight the Fair 
Than ſmiling MAJESTY, when Regent there? 
Like Phæbus, darting Splendor from her Eyes, 
Whoſe piercing Beams quick as the Lightning flies; 
Nor do they dazzle leſs than they amaze 

All who with Awe, or Admiration gaze: 
A Ruler, Sov*reign o'er her own vaſt Will, 

Slow to Revenge, and ſure to act no ill: 

Pleaſure ſits Light without, whilſt from within 
Somewhat divine appears, that ſhows the QUEEN, 


Go on, my Muſe, next to Minerus's Smile, 
Minerva, the bright Goddeſs of the Ie, 
The happy Partner of Great OROND, place 
Where Beauty ſtill maintains a pleaſing Face. 


— 


Stop now, my Muſe, leſt here thou vainly ſeem 
Teabuſe with thy unskilful Hand, this noble Theme; 
Yet ſtill with awful Fear approach the Fair, 
And tremble where ſuch ſhining Mortals are, 
Where Beauty, Modeſty, and flow ing Wit ” 
Do in the Preſence of bright Virtue fit, 


Where 
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Where Pleaſure can no wanton Charms beſtow, 
But what from Chaſte Ideas purely flow, 7 
And ſuch as Virgin Innocence may know. 
Free from the Faults of Faſhionable Vice 
In the moſt ea ſie, not in Airs YON: 


From this Foil, Beauty its true Luſtre gains, 
And tho' once Fetter'd by inglorious Chains, 


No abſolute, it like a Monarch Reigns. 
Reaſon has once again poſſeſs' d its Place, 


And baniſhd Folly from the Beauteous Race. 
Tis Y;ſtor all, and ſhuns Diviner Light, ; 

For Shades muſt vaniſh where they ſhine ſo bright: . 
The Flame of Love conſumes our dull Deſires, $1 
And melts the Droſs away by purer Fires. 


Thus the Fair Sex like Goddeſſes appear, 


And all Mankii d with Pleaſure muſt Revere, 
Whilſt Modeſt Art their Excellence diſplays, 


And Nature ſhows it ſelf a thouſand ways. 


So ORMOND's Graceful Mein attracts all Eyes, 
And Nature necds not ask from Art Supplies ; 2 


Fore 
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Forgiving Goodneſs ſhines thro” ev'ry Part, 
And ſhows that Form contains the Nobleſt Heart. 
In vain Mankind adore, unleſs ſhe were 


By Heaven made, lefs Virtuous, or leſs Fair. 


BOLTON's bright Image raiſes ſoft Delight, 
And, like Prometheus, kindles Fire at ſight ; 
Such Magick dwells within her ſecret Breaſt, 
As cannot be but by her Eyes expreſt. 


Such Airs has RANLAUGH to delight Mankind 
That yet no Equal to her Charms we find ; 
Soft Sounds of Harmony run thro? her Soul, 

And nought but Mu ſick's Voice does there controul: 
By ſecret ways, the little God takes place, 

And Beauty plays the Tyrant in her Face. 

But what dull Atoms can ſoft Sounds reſiſt, 
Since they Create, at once, ev'n what they liſt, 
Delightful Forms from ſhapeleſs Chaos raiſe, 

Since Heav'n the Voice of Harmony obeys ? 


Concord and Muſick, ſuch as charms the Ear, 
7 Firſt mov'd this Earth, this dull unactive Sphere, » 
And firſt made ev'ry ſlee ping Atom hear. 
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Muſick's the Spring made by Divineſt Art, 
To move the Vital Machine of Man's Heart, 
And circulate with Pow'r thro' ev'ry Part. 


GODOLPHINYo engaging does appear, 
That Angels only can reſemble her, 
When to pleaſe Men they put on Forms of Air. 
Like hers, their matchleſs Faces look divine, 
Light ſhines without, all Goodneſs dwells within. A 


- Whilſt Colliers Shape purſues th Admirer home; 
And adds freſh Flame where'er her Preſence come 
She ſtill the Lover's Wiſhes cloſe imploys 

On Youthful Charms, and ſoft engaging Eyes, 

On laſting Beauty, and neer-fading Joys. 


But ſee the Sacred Marks of Beauty ſhine 
In FORESTER, more Glorious and Divine; 
Eaſie her Shape is wrought in ev'ry Turn, 
Charming her Mein, and Elegant her Form. 
Artleſs ſhe w alks, with ſuch a moving Grace, 
Tis difficult for Wit, or Words, to expreſs 
Which pleaſes moſt, her Looks, her Air, her Dreſs. | 


But 
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But I dare only mention SPENCE R's Face, 
That fires all Bodies, like a Burning-glaſs : 
The very Soul of Love, and Beauty's Sun, 
Whoſe ſhining Beams has half M ankind undone. 


So BRIDGWATE R, the Gods peculiar care, 


Js not leſs Good and Virtuous than ſhe's Fair. 


Becoming Airs from her Indulgence grow, 

And ſolid Virtues her true Honour ſhow. 
Mildneſs of Nature in each Feature's dreſs'd, | 
And nought but Softacſs dwells within her Breaſt, 


In SHEFFIELD's eaſie Shape and Mein we ſee 
The Matchleſs Venus of great Normanky 
But that's a Painted, this a Living Deity. 
In chuſing which, he ſhew'd his Judgment more 
Than all the Beauteous Images before. 
This Goddeſs, only for Apollo fit, 
Triumphs in Virtue, as her Lord in Vit. 


But, oh my Muſe ! how gentle Beauty ſighs, 


And tempts the Swain, inWyndham's moving Eyes, 
That Look and Languiſh with a kind ſurprize ! 
| P 2 + But 
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But her reſervdneſs chides the Lover's ſtay, 
And filently commands his Eyes away 4 

A modeſt Bluſh has ſuch prevailing Charms, 
It both forbids, and draws Men to her Arms. 


Behold Aelpomene, fair SEYMOU R, ſhine 
In Somerſet and Piercy's Ancient Line : 
Happy's the Man prepar'd for ſuch a Bride, 
Bleſt with all Nature's Treaſure by his Side ; 
Greatneſs of Soul her Noble Nature moves, 
While Objects worthy of her ſelf ſhe loves. 


WHARTON amidfi the faireſt may appear, 
And rival Pala in her flowing Hair, 
That does to Beauty ſo much Pleaſure yield, 
Like Ears of Wheat upon the fertile Field 3 boy 
The Owner looks on with ſuch great delight, 
All other Objects vaniſh from his Sight: 
As Stars at their Meridian Height look clear, 
Wharton as fair and lucid does appear. 


It 
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And as a God commands; when all obey, 


BR, 
If Dreſs, and Mit, and Air Mankind can move, 
The Pruſſian Dame muſt reign bright Queen of Love. 
Fair Spanheim's Eyes ſhoot out their pointed Darts, 


Where: e er they fly, they wound a thouſand Hearts. 
In HIDE's fair Face true Majeſty reſides, 
Yet Cupid claims his Empire, gently rides, 


For Love and Pon'r have each an equal ſway, 
Like Sur & Afoon, this rules theNight, that theDay. ) 


How DUNC Hand DIG B r all their Charms 
diſpenſe, 


While COW E R adds her Power of Eloquence, 
And fills the World with Muſick, Wit, and Senſe. 
Such Charms as theſe deſervedly may claim 


In Beauty's Annals a much larger Fame. 


MANCHESTER moves with irrefiſtleſs Air, 
Her Dreſs is taking, as her Face is fair; 
Something that's new is always in her found, 
With ſome peculiar Grace ſhe does abound 
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That is engaging, happy, new, and rare, 
Which makes her affable and debonair, 
Endleſs in numbers would the Circle prove, 
To trace theſe beauteous Images of Love. 


_ 45 E's Complexion, and how COLVYER Ts 
mile 2 3 


Do grace the Fame of Britain's Happy Iſle. 

So HARPER's killing Eyes, and BARTON's Air, 
Oblige Mankind to own 'em Heavy” nly Fair; 

Real Perfection's (which in both theſe live) 
Beyond what little Arts of Flattery give. 


Why do we find in the Records of Fame, 
Such laviſh Trophies to Orinda's Name ? 
Or why ſhould Sappbo ſtill immortal be, 
When both, alas! were but faint Types of thee, 
And may ſtill brighter ſhine in ORRERT? 
Rough were thoſe Praughts, and careleſly deſign'd, 
Thou art the Maſterpiece of Womankind. 


WORTLEY, is made of tender moving Sighs, 
Refin'd Xtherial Mould, ſoft melting Eyes; 


Magick, 


* 
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Magick, which all oyr Mortal Cares beguiles, 


Enchanting Glances, ever-pleaſing Smiles ; 
Theſe are the bright Retinue which declare 
That Cupid daily plays the Wanton there. 


LONG is diſcover'd by her ſweet Regard, 
With the ſame Pleaſure ſeen, that ſhe is heard ; 


Modeſt, but not Preciſe ; Free, but not Wild ; 


Neither Affected, too Reſerv'd, nor Mild: 
To diſtant Courts her Infant Glory flies, 
Ten thouſand Victims at her Altar lies, 


And twice Ten thouſand offer to her Eyes. 


Behold the Off: ſpring of a tuneful Sire, 


Fair BEAUFORT! bleſt with more than mortal 


Fire: | 
Such are her Charms, as was the Poet's Seng, 
When Orpheus did enchant the liſt ning Throng : 
So artful, ſo melodious were his Strains, 


They made the Damn'd, tho' loaded with their 
Chains, 


Enjoy ſome Eaſe amidſt Eternal Pains. 


So were the ſporting Dolphins charm'd, around 


The Veſſel's ſide, at ſweet Arion's Sound 
Ta They 
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They on their Backs the ſinking Prophet bore, 
And ſafely brought him to the wiſt'd-for Shore. 
So did Amphion touch his well-tun'd Strings, 
For Nature follows when the Poet ſings e 

Rivers ſtood ſtill, attentive to his Strains, 

And Woods for ſook the Hills to ſhade the Plains: 
Vaſt Stones and Trees in order were diſpos'd, 
And to his Tune ful Zyre was Thebes compos d. 


But ſee the Star now riſen on our Sphere, 
Bright as the Evening Venus ſhining here. 
Clear as the Moor is her unblemiſh'd Face, 
With Hebe's Bloom, and Juno's matchleſs Grace. 
Her Charms has in ſhort time ſuch Conqueſts won, 
That Churchill's rival'd by a NEWING? TON. 


St. AL BA N's conq ring Eyes their Pow: r 
maintain, 


While Beauty lives, ſhe will a Monarch reign, 
Yet, Tyrant like, Love's Liberty reſtrain. 


While bluſhing ESSE X's chaſter Flame ſurvives, 
By ſprightly Looks and gentle Sighs ſhe lives. 


Thus 
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Thus the Admirers to her Beauty draws, 
Tho? from too near approach her Thunder awes. 


In WOODSTOCK's Goodneſs all theGraces ſhine, 


Plac'd in her Form is Yenus's Magazine; 

All Beauty's Treaſure lodges in her Eyes, 

And from her Store bring ſtill their freſh Supplys. 
Happy's the Man who leads with her a Life, 

So pow'rful is the Charm of ſuch a Wife. 
Happy as Gods he lives, and ſure as bleſt, 
Where no falſe Joys can rob him of his Reſt. 


When radiantGlances ſhoot from PRICE's Eyes, 
They fill the World, like Comets, with ſurprize : 
But when they gently lay their Lightning by, 
The World ſeems loſt in dark Obſcurity. 

Each Charm about em looks both freſh and gay, 
Young as the Spring, and ſweet as Flowers in May. 


The Charms that from MONTHERMER's A- 
ſped ſtray 


Diffuſe themſelves as Orient Light, the Day, 
And merit more than all the World can pay. 


Let 
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Let GIBBONS mong the brighteſt Beauties ſhine; 
Since tis her Air that makes her Form divine. 
Give COWPER Wit, ſtill BARTON will have Senſe, 
And FVERE maintain a killing Influence. 
Theſe Rival Beauties, thus we find appear 
The ſame by Art that they by Nature are 


Lovely and bright as unmix'd Honour ſhines, y 
That riſes not by proud, or ſervile Art declines. 1 


The Gracesall on SOMERSET attend, 
And Virtue does to Beauty Honour lend. 

The Charming Sex are pleas'd to mix with her, 

That's with the Higheſt, Noble, Rich, and Fair, 

Eſſential Ornaments that veſt the Great, 

And which did ever on the Percy's wait; 

Not in meer Pageantry and publick Show, 

But in ſuch Actions as from Virtue flow. 


But how, preſumptuous Muſe, dar'ſt thou aſpire 
To draw the Beams of Beauty without Fire? 
Why thou attempt ſuch a bold dang'rous Part 
With ſo much Weakneſs, and ſo little Art? 
In vain thou labours to deſcribe the Fair, 
© Since here ſo many ſhining Beauties are; 


And 


ne, 
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And thoſe ſo many different Charms put on, 

Tis hard to find a Woman without one. 

Stand round, ye Beauties, all your Charms diſcloſe, 

The faireſt Circle that &'er ſhone, compoſe. 

Stand round, ye Lovers, all your Paſſions own, 
What Pains you've felt,what Agonies you've known: 

Your ſoft Deſires will all their Centre find 

In theſe Bel Dames, the Lovelieſt of their Kind. 
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A PREFACE 


T O a SAT YR of this kind, may perhaps look 
very odd among our Nem. fangl d Quality, 
with whom nothing will reliſh but what 

is gay and modiſh ; for Vanity has got the Aſcen- 
dant over their Virtue, good Nature, and Compaſ- 
ſion : So that one Acquaintance will not bow to ano- 
ther, if the Advantage lies on either ſide, eſpe- 
cially if one be on foot, and the other is mounted, 
as be ___ in his Triumphal Chariot : But it 
would look more ſtrange, if it was not conformable 
to the Mode of the Times ; and if Gentlemen are 
never ſuch dear Companions now, they muſt have 
no Converſation together, but upon equal Terms, 
left ſome ſhould ſay to the Man of Figure, Bleſs 
me, Sir! what ſtrange filthy Fellow was that 
you bow'd to parading in the Mall, as you _ 
| | dri- 
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Teeth, and 4 ſtinking Breat 
Neat whole with the Help of a curious Pair of Gold 
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driving to the Ring? I wonder Any-body will de- 
mean themſelves ſo much as to converſe with dirty 
People, that walk on foot. A Gentleman ſhould 
never be ſeen in the Street, out of a Chair, or in a 
Coach ; I do not mean a filthy Hackney-Coach, 
which is enough to make a Man that conſults his 
Appetites puke, for *tis Taſte" that diſtinguiſhes a 
Man of Parts. „ 

No Perſon can ever lay Claim to Wit and fine 


Thinking, that does not lie ſoft a Nights, wear 


clean Linnen a Days, and eat with à peculiar kind 
of Delicacy at all Times; for theſe Things are as 
neceſſary to the forming of a bright Genius, as clean 


Straw and Chalk are to the whitening the Fleſh of 


an Eſſex Calf. And as this Curioſity ought to be 
obſer in our Diet, ſo it ought more particularly 
to be regarded in our Manners, eſpecially in that 


part which tends to food Breeding ;, which is the 


Reaſon the Fair Sex ſo far outdo us in Punttilio's, 


| the very Eſſence of Education; PL I have heard of 


4 Lady, whoſe Nicety prevail'd over her Inclina- 
tions ſo much, that ſhe would ſcarce allow 2 
the Benefits of Nature, leſt they ſhould defile the 
Parity of her Imaginations, and make her break 
thro the Decorum of good Manners, She avoided 
chewing of her Victuals, for 1 of corrupting her 

„ fo ſhe ſwallon®d her 


Tones, and a Whale-bone Rammer. She could 
not bear the Thoughts of Marriage, becauſe ſhe 
dreaded the Apprebenſion of touching Man s- Hleſb. 


Now 
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Nom, as ſome are 4s curious in Dreſs and Equi- 


page, 4s others are in Decorums ; to oblige all 


theſe Virtuoſo's of ſuch diſtinguiſhing | Gou's, I 

have pen d this Satyr apon the * Part 4 the 

World, who value themſelves upon Reaſon and good 
Senſe, and ſo neglect thoſe valuable Things which 
are of ſo much concern to the Well-bred and Accom- 
pliſÞ*d, who only deſerve the happy Title of, The 
Beau-Monde. 


Adieu. 
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F. vulgar Eyes, on Plains exalted high, \ 

Where Noble Duſt does in Confuſion fly, ] 

Thither the Wealthy and the Great repair, ; 
To draw Contagion from polluted Air. 

In gilded Chariots ſome delight to ride, 

And with their Folly gratifie their Pride, 

While the vile Ends they court from this Addreſs ; 

Gives them falſe Notions of true Happineſs. ] 

The empty Fame theſe Gallants have in view, 1 


And with ſuch haſty Violence purſue, 

Alas! will wither e're the Glory's got, 

Tho' deſtin'd theirs by Fortunes bounteous Lot; 
And tho? no Laurel-Palms adorn their Brows, 
Immortal Wreaths are giv'n by gentle Spouſe 


T' exalt their Honour, and adorn their Houſe. 
Theſe are the Glories, this the hunted Prize, 
The boaſted Fame of Circle -Victories. 


Bluſh, 


bh. ff "0", 2 


Bluſh, Britons, then, that here you tamely yield | 


The Trophies won in Creſſy's duſtier Field; 


Where your brave Anceſtors rejoic'd to ſee 
Honour retriev'd by Britiſh Gallantry. 

But ſee how ſoon the blooming Flower is gone, 
With'ring beneath the Coldneſs.of the Moon! 
Heavy and dull, like that moiſt Planet, now 
The ſprightly Wits and active Heroes grow z 

The wat'ry Phlegm lies floating in the Brain, 

And makes them, like the Women, proud and vain; 
A thouſand diff rent Whims poſſeſs the Mind, 
To day they love, to morrow are inclin'd 
Fantaſtically to vary like the Wind. 

Flora her ſelf, tho much more nice and gay, 
Changes her Liv'ry not ſo oft as they. 

The fickle Fop, inſatiate in his Luſt, 

Has not for opght but Equipage a Guſt ; 

The tinſel Harneſs glitters in his Eyes, 

And makes him fancy, as he's fine, he's wiſe ; 
While the bold Courſers, bound with full career, 
Laſh'd briskly by the brawny Charioteer; 
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The ſated Epicure lolls at his Eaſe, = TT 
Till Vanity becomes ev'n a Diſeaſe; He 
The Head turns giddy, as the Wheels run round, Th 
And this wiſe Man at laſt a Fool is found; An 


A meer Mock-man, or if there's ought that's leſs, WI 
A Blockhead made on purpoſe for a Dreſs. 

But Heavens; is't poſſible for to believe 
Mankind ſhould ſtudy Mankind to deceive, 

To ſee ſuch glorions Shows of Outſide ſhine, 
And find no kind of Furniture within, 

Enſigns of Grandeur painted at the Door, 

But all within diminutively poor ? 

The gaudy Slaves may ſhow their Maſter's vain, 
And cheat th Unwary with a num'rous Train 
But ' ſpight of all the tawdry Coat and Lace, 

Th unthinking I hing will peep thorow the Glaſs 
And ſhew the Multitude his Monkey-Face. 


Sometimes alone th' inſipid Ideot rouls, 
The Admiration of fond gazing Fools, 


. Whoſe ſlender Opticks can no farther go 
Than to the Splendor of the gilded Show. = 3 


Some- 
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Sometimes, to prove his Converſation bright, 
He brings with him a Gameſter, Rake, or Wit 3 
d, Then decently derides the beauteous Ring, 
And bawdy Jeſts around the Circle fling. 
eſs, With bouncing Bei a luſhious Chat he holds, 
Squabbles with All, or Orange Betty ſcolds, 
Then laughs immoderately, vain, and loud, 
To raiſe the Wonder of th attentive Crowd: 
Atlaſt, to finiſh here the Puppy's Show, 
The Bawd's diſpatch'd to ſerve a Billet-deux. 


Others come here to pleaſe their Appetites 
In nicer, Pleaſures, and in ſoft Delights, 
Slvanus languiſhes the Night away, 

And wiſhes that the Light would longer ſtay ; 


If he but ſees the fair Aurel;a's Shade, 
The pliant Youth bows down his ſuppliant Head» 


Juſt like a Bulruſh, or the lender Reed: ; 
But if her Garment touch his am'rous Eye, 


His Sighs encreaſe, as if the Swain would die : 
No ſooner does he view the charming Face, 
But inſtantly he quits th enchanted Place; 
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No longer able to ſuſtain the Fire 
That draws him thither with ſuch warm Deſire, 


Pity Sylvan, and his wretched Doom, 


Whois in Love, but knows not well with 3 


Horatio round the ſplendid Circle flies, 
And, like the Hawk, darts Terror from his Eyes. 
The captive Fair, juſt like the Coward Game, 
Trembles to look upon the blazing Flame: 
The Tyrant-Lover triumphs o'er the Prize ; 
For what we gain with Eaſe we moſt defpiſe. 
Inhuman this, to uſe bright Lycis ſo, 
Who gave him firſt the Eſſence of a Beau. 


See how Salmenio's turn'd a Country Clown, 
From being once the Firſt- rate Fop in Town! 
When ſpangb'd Coach and Six did fo ſurprize, 
And drew along with them the Ladies Eyes; 
How then Salmonio revel'd in each Heart, 


That ſcarce can claim in any now a part ! 


Here, in this View, a thouſand diffrent ways 
There are to raiſe Mens Wonder, and to pleaſe: | 
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dome ſatisfie with gaudy Cloaths their Pride, 
And ſome in Stuffs too in a Coach will ride. 

Six Days the Niggard ſhall his Carcaſe pine, 
That on the ſeventh he may nobly dine. 
Th' ambitious Fair aſpiring to be great, 
| Shall, for theſe Ends, refuſe to drink or eat; 
So that on Sunday they be ſure to bring 


A hand ſom Equipage to make the Ring, 


Others there are, rather than not appear, 
Will hire a Chariot fifty times a Year ; 
Good-natur'd Madam ſtrip. her Petticoat 
To make her Coachman fine in a Surtout ; 
Tho” in a Garret laid, and homely Bed, 
The Coach and Horſes hurry in her Head. 
Theſe quell the Yapours, and thoſe ſtagnant Fumes 
Which, as tis ſaid, for want of Motion comes ; 
For Hippo will in ſome ſo ſtrongly fix, 

It can't be cur'd without a Coach and Six; 

Whoſe ſwift Career whirls with ſuch force about, 
It drives gymnaſtickly the Yapours out; 
Tho", as the Learn'd pretend to make it plain, 


They catch hereby a more malignant Pain; 
O3 That 


' G 
That which admits not of the wiſeſt Rule, 
But Ratcliff*s here alike with Garth, a Fool. 


Satyr, behold with more diſcerning Eyes, 
Where Golden Duſt does from the City riſe, 
That triumphs boldly in th* Olympick Prize. 


Goverius ſhines with moſt exalted Pride, 

Becauſe he's honour'd with a noble Bride; 

The Pageant-painting, like a Lord Mayor's Show, 
Deck'd out with Maiden Queen and mimick Beau, 
Lets the Spectator quickly underſtand 

The Owner wants no Money, and no Land: 
For, rais'd above the Crowd, with pompous Train, 
He thinks his equal to a Monarch's Reign. 

Thy indul gent Culls of late are grown ſo kind, 
For Vanity they ſtill Excuſes find; 

Seldom to Park th' good-natur” d Ninny drives, 
But pleads, This we muſt do to pleaſe our Wives; 
When th' Odds are very great, whether or no 

You ever ſee the Dowdy with the Beau: 

Bur if a Belle, the Ape is fond to play, 

As Kittens do, by pawing all the Day; 
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Or elſe in publick with an awkward Grin, 
He fleers at Madam to regale her Spleen. 


Reverſe to this Oneglia thinks her 'Spouſe 
The dulleſt, uſeleſs Thing about her Houſe ; 
Perſwades the Coxcomb, and he does believe 


She is a Saint, tho? others think an Eve. 


With him ſhe ſcorns to viſit Plays or Park, 
But rather there, than meet him in the dark. 
The Coquet does in ev'ry Thing prevail, 
Tho? all Men know her Art and Beauty ſtale ; 
But in the Ring ſhe always will be ſeen 


In various Colours, yellow, red, and green 


Yet, like her Horſes, skinny, old, and lean. | 
No gaudy Tulip in the Month of May 


Smells half fo rank, or dreſſes half ſo gay. 


Manlius thro all the City does proclaim 
His Arms, his Equipage, and ancient Namez 
For ſearch the Court of Honour, and you'll ſee 


Manlius's Name, but not his Pedigree. 


Q 4 What 
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| What then? this is the Practice of the Town, 
For ſhould no Man bear Arms but what's his own 


Hundreds that make the Ring would carry none : 
And that would ſpoil the Glory of the Place, 
For *Scutcheons ſhew Antiquity and Race; 
Which ev'ry one have Right to, that come here, 
As Soldiers have to Arms, that go to War. 

This is th Olympick Field, he wins the Prize 
That dazzles moſt the fair Spectator's Eyes. 


Here young Furneſio, like his Father, vain, 
Without the Purchaſe would the Conqueſt gain; 
With tawdry Dreſs, for great and noble paſs, 
As with the Lyon's Skin once did the Aſs; 
But, ſpite of all his Politicks, appears | 
Uanluckily to his Diſgrace, his Ears, 

Juſt ſo the fancy'd Equipage will ſhow 


The Judgment, and the Choice from whence they 


Liv”ries —— afford a 1 — 

That are not trimm'd with Gold or Silver * 
But who in Bays and Worſted would appear 
Ingeniouſly genteel, muſt copy here. 


Garin 
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Carius and Lycims long have been enroll'd 
In the bright Circus, and their Stories told: 
Whatconqueſts they have made, what Triumphs won 
How often round th? Olympic Circle run, 


The Prizes they have gain'd, how many Nymphs 5 
undone. 


Tell now, my Muſe, what Wonders thou haſt ſeen, 
What heaps ofChariot-wheels thick crouding in, 
To ſcour the duſty Plain, or beat the flowry Green. 
Contend for Victory, which ſhould exceed 
The nobleſt Chariot, or the nobleſt Steed; 

The Gilding, Carving, or the brighteſt Glaſs, 
The faireſt Wigg, or elſe the whiteſt Face; 
The richeſt Cloathing, or the niceſt Shape, 
The beſt Retinue, or the greateſt Ape. 

Nor are the beauteous Sex excluded here, - 
| As anciently in Greece and Rome they were, | 
But may contend to win the glorious Prize, 
Gain'd by their Dreſs more often than their Eyes. 
Here Heads *gainſt Heads are drawn up in array, 
When careleſs Negligence ſhall win the Day; 


Hoods 
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Hoods againſt Hoods, and Ribbons ſingly prove 
The Colour which conduces moſt to Love - 

Ev'n Handkerchiefs are Enſigns now of War, 

At once attract our Eyes and guard the Fair, 

Thus glitt'ring Ornaments moſt deeply wound, 
And dart us thro? as hurry'd ſwiftly round : 

Juſt like the heated Wheels the Heart grows warm, 
And ſtruggling Nature ſucks in ev'ry Charm: 
Lab'ring for Breath, inſtead of cooling Air, 

We draw in Poiſon ſcatter'd by the Fair. 
Contagious this, Men frantick grow, and mad, 
And here forget the Reaſon once they had. 5 
Cymander thus, from a plain home- ſpun Clown, 

Is now become the errant' ſt Beau in Town, 

And dazzles with a ſplendid Show the Ring, 
Tho” like the Batt at Twylight he comes in: 
For 'tis enough Cymander has been there, 

To boaſt of Favours, and to toaſt the Fair. 

Well skill'd in Heraldry, he vaunts his Arms 
Have more Admirers than Serinda's Charms 
Tho'in a Hack he loves a gen'rous She, 


He hates the nauſeous Airs of Quality. 
| Free- 
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Freedom and Liberty is what he ſeeks; - | 
And downright Bawdy chiefly what he ſpeaks. 
In ſhort, to make his Character compleat, 
All Rakiſh Vices ſingly in him meet. 


Volubius has a nice and courtly Mein, 

That ſeldom is but with Decorum ſeen, 

Hates gaudy Colours, but affects much green. 
His Houſe, his Coach, his Equipage, his Wife, 
Muſt bear his Badge. To draw him to the Life, 
How ſtrangely we're in love w ith Colours grown? 
For Houſe-painting Marlb'rough is only known; 

But for our Vices, we have really: none. | 


This is a happy Age, when Vice may naked walk, 
And Virtue only wants th' informing Cloak. 


That Virgius gives, not out of modiſh Whim, 
But for a Cure, that others follow. him 


In Ruſſet-brown, and well-choſe Orange - trim. 
He that wou'd to the top Court - faſhion go, 
Muſt not in flaunting Lace aſſume the Beau, 


But chuſe grave Colours fac d with red, or ſo. 


Theſe 
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Theſe decently apply'd with Harneſs plain, 
And fix rare Steeds to ſtretch the ſilken Rein, 
Will win the nobleſt Prize there ſet to view, 
Before the Green, the Yellow, or the Blue. 


Not but Severus has much Honour gain'd, 

And long the Glory of the Field maintain'd, 
| Since Grandeur from Nobility will ſhine, - 
And make the Heirs confeſs their Noble Line, 
When Upſtart Heroes muſt the Prize decline. 5 
Fortune don't always give the Palm away 
To him that conſtantly is vain and gay; 
But ſometimes does indulgent Favours grant 
To thoſe that merit, and to thoſe that want. 
The gaudy Fop, with all his pompous State, 
Envies this Greatneſs he can't imitate: 
In vain he ſtrives, by Air or Dreſs, to pleaſe, 
While this Ambition breaks his fancy'd Baſe : 
In vain he labours by theſe Arts to riſe ; 
He muſt be humble ere he can be wiſe 3 
That Rule well learnt, he boldly may eſſay 
T * the Scale of Honour, ſince he treads the 

Way. , 


Am- 


( 237 ) 
Ambition eas'ly teaches us to fly 
Like Icarus, boldly to attempt the Sky, 
Where moſt, like him, meet with unſteady Fate, 
And Thouſands periſh, for One fortunate. 


| Ormond indeed without theſe Wings has flown 
Beyond Ambition's reach, without a Crown : 
Immortal Fame has mounted him ſo high, 

He has no Space to touch 'twixt Earth and Sky, 
But is the Glory of our Br:tſþ Iſle, | 

On whom the Britiſu Circus e er ſhall ſmile, 

And yield their Honour facred to his Word, 
Who has preſerv'd it by his peaceful Sword. 
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Non mihi i Linguæ Centum ſint, Oraq, Centum 
Ferrea Vox, omnes Fatuorum evolvere Formas, 
Omnia Stultitie percurrere Nomina poſſim, 


TIF Days of old, when Virtue was admir'd, 
And modeſt People lov'd to live retir'd, 

Conduct was thought a neceſſary Ill, 

And by the Prudent may be thought ſo ſtil] : 

Tho' now with Scorn the World ſuch ridicule, 

And every Wiſe Man is declar'd a Fool, 


Who 
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Who miſapplys his Paſſions, Love or Hate, 


Or whatſoe'er he does comes out of date, 


For Pride as well as Folly rules his Fate. 
His Nat'ral Vanity is always ſuch, 
He either does too little, or too much, 


Nor walks one ſingly here, without his She, 
That can as noifie and as empty be: 
Ev'ry Coquet can now her Author quote, 

And, like her Paraquet, talk off by rote. 

Their Wit is like their Cloaths, gaudy and flight, 
That pleaſes not the Ear, nor theſe the Sight. 
Their ſoft' ning Airs unthinking Fops beguile, | 
But cannot make the Stoick deign to ſmile, 

For who can laugh at ſuch prepoſt'rous Vice, 
To ſee meer Ideots gravely look preciſe, 

Of Wits, and Beaux, and Bell; aſſume the Shape, 
And cenſure thoſe they want the Senſe to Ape! 


Thus — like a moving May- pole ſtalks, 


And M—g— with ev'ry Female talks; 
Then loudly laughs at the inſipid Jeſt, 


As ruſtick Hob does at a Country Feaſt, 
| When 


7 
When eager Maſtiff takes the Bull by th' Ear, 
Or Roger's tumbled over by the Bear. 
This clowniſh Mode they ſeem much to affect, 
As careleſs, and an Air of their Neglect, 
To ſhew the Prudes and jilts, that they deſpiſe 
The Character of being thought too wiſe : 
While Lemon fancies to be very tart, 


To ſhew the Ladies his profound Deſert, 


Nor muſt we here omit, among the reſt, 
G—r—d and L—t—7, to make up the Jeſt, 
As two Eternal Fops about the Town, 

The common Theme of ev'ry ſtale Lampoon : 
Theſe banter Phillis iu a Hackney Way, 

But to Ayrtillo han't one Word to ſay . 

No more than that inſipid painted Sign 

Of Wit and Gallantry F Col 
Whoſe nauſeous Phiz, at the firſt ſight, foretell 
The Qualities that in the Carcaſe dwell, 
Toev'ry Woman he makes ſome Pretence, 
That is, if ſhe have Merit (I mean Pence) 
Enough to counteryail his Want of Senſe, 


ine; 
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Who boaſts of Favours given to the Fair, 
Tho' to a Soldier's Honour, ſuch as never were. 
Incorrigible ! =— to frequent that place 
Where ſtill the Object meets the guilty Face. 


Hold, Satyr ! why ſhouldſt thou purſue his Name? 
There ”re twenty ſuch as he, who're void of Shame, 
Who ſtrut the Mall, look big, and huff, 

Like any Citizen attir'd in Buff: 

But they've forgot Almanza's fatal Plain, 

While here St: James's Park is the Campaign. 
Inglorious Mortals ! ſuch as go about 

To kill the Fair with Powder, without Shot. 

For ſhame give o'er your murd'ring Trade of War, 
At leaſt forbear t'attempt again the Fair; 

For they've diſcover'd now the A mbuſcade 

Of Lace, and Saſh, and Feather for them laid : 
Theſe were the Stratagems, you knew full well, 
That us'd in Spain and Flanders to prevail. 
But now, alas! your Mines of Dreſs are ſprung, 
And you left naked to a fault'ring Tongue, 
Unus'd to Eloquence, but rather made 


To fright the tender Sex, than to perſwade : 
85 While 


8 


While thus ohe © crys, 9 * : your very firs ; 5 
Is thue, by 6 3 8 damn me, 'foy 255 are! 7 
2 more e polite, in Boche read, | 


„ of 


But nothing, Madam, to that Heav "uly Si 16% 
Your Eyes, that would perſwade me tis not Night. 


But will you go? Cruel! to leave me here, 


| Dark without you, as Heav'n without a Star, 


But what Concern ist, when from me you go, 

Whether 1 break my Neck this Night, or no? 
But while the whining Fop's bidding adieu, 

Reels in, of noble Rank, a drunken Crew ; 


Mong whom R—d ne'er fails, with Au and Tun, 


Who's always ſeconded by Brother Gun. 

Theſe are ſcarce ever ſober in the Mall, 

But they're ſupply'd by Dr, W=—», or Lapel; 
And honeſt drunken Fo diſdains to be 

Behind the beſt of them for Ribaldry ; 

For, like the Fackal!, he is ſent before 


To hunt out Game, and to ſecure a W —; 
R 2 Tho? 
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Tho” they pretend to all the Bells in Town, 
And toaſt the reigning Beauties for their own, 


Their Joys are only fix'd at the Queen s Arms, 
Where tis the Wine, and not the Beauty warms: 
But then their Souls in wanton Flames diſſolve, 


And with ſome common She they proſtitute their 
Lave. 


This is the utmoſt Conqueſt that they gain, 
And ſo they boaſt of Happineſs in vain, 
While virtuous Beauty does in Triumph reign. 
Now, Satyr, leave them ſpewing in the Dark, 


And let us view the Jeſt of all the Park - 


At threeſcore Years, a young, an airy Spark, 


Who, after honeſt Pimping all his Life, 

At laſt procur'd himſelf a youthful Wife; 

And now, without Remorſe of Gout or Stone, 
From Sixty odd, ſets up for Twenty-one. 

Like D-—s impertinent, and yet preciſe, 
Who, by much queſtioning, would be thought wiſe. 
So C 's affected Mein and awkard Gate 

Shews much the Lord, but not the Man of State: 


And 
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And little L-ml—y's warm Amours to all 
Tells ev'ry Fair, that he's a Prodigal | 
While, ſee one crowding in to make his Court, 
Make room for a Brigade with B port; 
Who joſtles up the Ladies on each ſide, 

While they deſpiſe his ill-appointed Pride. 


Satyr, take care, a Gen'ral comes this way, 
And to the Ladies has a deal to ay: :- 
No, Pm miſtaken, he ſtays only there 
Whiſp'ring the reigning Beauty in the Ear. 
Oh! *tis no. Wonder ſhe ſhould raiſe his Fire, 
Whom all Mankind fo juſtly do admire : 

But his conceited Speeches, I'm afraid, 

Make ſmall Impreſſions on the lovely Maid. 
Hark, Satyr! hear ſoft Radnor's am'rous Moan, 
Cooing like ſome ſad Turtle left alone; 

And of his Mate bereft, in Silence walks, 
While ev'ry chirping She about him talks: 
From him ſuch fragrant Scents perfume the Air, 
As with contagious Sweets infect the Fair. 
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Mean time old Altem s peeping in their Faces, 
As if the Ladies Eyes were Lpoking-glaſſes; _ 
Thoꝰ at the ſame time dreads that they ſhould ſee 
His Age's Wrinkles and -Deformity. 15 
Therefore, like Athen, Guardian, he comes out 
When Batts dare fly, and Owls dare ſtare about; 

Then he with Leiceſter's Figure may compare, 

And think lum ſelf as lovely, and as fair; 
Which none come here that would not be, or are. 
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Now, Satyr, leave thy pois'nous Sting behind; Fl 
And ſhew how to the Good thou canſt be kind; 
How thou art'pleas'd with Dorſer's gentle Nature, 
His Wit and Humour, and with ev'ry Feature; 
Such as we ſee in Sidney's Image ſhine, 

Like the Arcadian Shepherd, all divine. 

S0 Bath, a hopeful beauteous Youth, appears 
Blooming in Virtue, as he grows in Years: - | 
And Harwich's rich and ſprightly Genius ſhows, 
The gen'rous Blood that in the Ciſtern flows, 
Hunter is brave, Read handſom, Kerr genteel, 
And ev'ry honeſt Fellow loveth Vill. 
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So Hill's engaging Way, and Shorter's Voice, 

Make them the Men, as well as Womens Choice. 

And here, with theſe, at one Survey we ſee 

Grafton's good Nature, Grav'nor's Gravity. 

Windham, with an obliging gen'rous Air, 

Good humour'd, and indulgent to the Fair : 

While Britton's hand ſom yet enough to pleaſe, 
Was not his ruling Wife ſuch a Diſeaſe. 

cute is agreeable, Fitzpatrick good, 

And rich in Virtue as he is in Blood. 

Evans is taking yet as once he was, 

But the fine Gentleman's drown'd i' th Glaſs. 

Now Bing ſurvey, after his Toil and care, 5 

Amidſt the Converſation of the Fair; 

Pleas'd here with ſuch a beauteous noble Show, 

He bravely guarded from th' inſulting Foe ; 

Proud only now he had ſo happy been, 

Subjects ſo fair to fave, to ſerve ſo good a Queen. 


But let us view, *mong theſe, the am'rous Spark | 
That ev'ry Night is martyr'd in the Park; 
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Obſerve his Sighs, as if his Heart would break, 
But yet he dare not, or he cannot ſpeak 
Reaſons too weighty to be underſtood, 
But we'll ſuppoſe, at all times they are good, 
Elſe Tunbridge would not bow ſo oft in vain, 
To one the Town would publiſh his Diſdain ; 
While She, unmindful of his Love or Hate, 
With a regardleſs Smile commands his Fate. 
The awkward Gallant, like a new-mark'd Deer, 


Once meets the Fair,then quits the Field with Fear: 


His haſty flight makes him confefs his Love, 


And tho? the Object does, the Dart he can't remove. 


Being ſtruck with awful Silence and Surprize, 
Like Travellers, with Lightning from the 8 


She blaſts the Lover with her killing Eyes. 


No comes the Keeping Cully, from the Arms 
Of wanton Celia and her Syren Charms, 

To watch the Motions of th' inconſtant Fair, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould be too early for him here. 

His jealous Eye makes ev'ry Couple She, 

Pleaſing herſelf with ſome more able He ; 


And while this Paſſion labours in his Soul, 
His 
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His Fancy roves, and frantick Eye- bells roul. 
The next kind-looking Female he purſues, 


Out of Revenge, ev'n to the nauſeous Stews 
Near Drury-lane, and round about the Mews : 
Then to his Miſtreſs Lodgings haſtens home, 
Laden with all the pois'nous Plagues of * | 
Or thoſe that from Leghorn and Venice come, 
The Rheumatiſm, the Gout, the Pox, the Stone. 
Thus the kind Keeper, to compleat the Cure 
Of what he is not able to endure, 

Makes her an equal Suff rer with himſelf, 

And ſatisfies the World that he's an Elf. 


Another ſort of Mortals here we find, 
That neither are ſo cruel, or ſo kind, 
But only traffick for a Night or Day, 
And by the Hour, like Hackney-Coaches pay, 
Tho? ſome there are that bilk and ſneak away. 
Theſe are the buſie Men that fill the Park, 
And ſcowre the Mall as ſoon as e're tis dark; 
With the ſame Inſolence attack each Fair, 
And look as if they'd ask *em who they were : 


*Gainſt 
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*Gainſt thoſe that laugh at them for Fools they rail, 


But evꝰry Drabble-tail they walk with is a Belle. 
Good Heav'ns! to ſee ſuch ſilly awkward Apes 
Set up for Mode and Manners, Dreſs and Shapes, 
Twonld give a Man of ſerious thought the Spleen, 
But that there's fuch Variety again, 


Ev'ry new Couple makes a difr'rent Scene. 
Folly*s ſo mix'd with Vanity and Pride, 

Tis hard to tell which is the ſtrongeſt Side. 

This in their Commendation may be ſaid, 

They imitate each other, Good or Bad; 

But then, that there ſhould be ſo many Fools, 
Is ſuch a Quære, *twould perplex the Schools. 


3 5 


The Wonder lies, that th keeping Tribe ſhould be 


The Club of Wit, the Men of Poetry. 


But this makes out, that Wit, when brought to teſt, 


Is nothing but a Flaſh, an empty Jeſt ; 

And thoſe that to it make the moſt Pretence 
Are always found to have the leaſt of Senſe. 
This they are fond to let the People know, 


That Notice may be ta en of what they do. 
| Thus 
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Thus Maum ring has the Vanity to boaſt - 
Of what he ought to be aſham'd of moſt ; 
One that deſeryes no better Name than W—re, 
Tho? many a p. r had had her here before; 
Not but ſhe has alike to all been chaſt, 
And ſhewn her Conſtancy ſtill to the laſt. 
Ev'n M——: will bluſh to hear Ophelia nam'd, 
But would be glad to have her ſurely dd; 
And Emg—be has by St rs thus been fitted ; 5 
Ovght not the little Man then to be pity'd ? 
While ev'ry Night the Park is made the Scene, 
Where he's for acting the ſame Game again. | 
With Buda's *Prentices he's proud to walk, 
And laughs, profuſely pleasꝰd with what they talk : 
Which the ſevereſt Critick muſt think witty, 
Becauſe the Jades, tho awkward things, are pretty. 


Nor can the ſober trading Cit forbear, 
From coming to regale his Palate here 
With the freſh Breezes of St. Fames's Air; 
Which whets his Appetite to a degree 
Of imitating the Top of Quality; 


Which 
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Which, like an Ape, he mimicks in his Dreſs, a 
But quite outdoes him in his keeping Miſs, | Who 
Which he comes here to ſee in all her Airs, er 
As entertaining as the dancing Bears. 3 
Another comes only with a deſign | Then 
Of taking Phillis to a Glaſs of Wine: But W 
But firſt to ſhew his Breeding, is profuſe, And 
In ſquandring all the Compliments in uſe; 2 Like 5 
To ſome Madona, pick'd out from the reſt, When 
Who gives herſelf ſtrange Airs, and ſo is reſt, Prepc 


*Twould make a Man ev'n puke to look upon her; ¶ whic 


She's deck'd in Print, like any Maid of Honour. | 
He 


But ſome there come from thence ſo wondrous rude 
The Footmen of the Town an't half fo lewd. And 1 
Theſe play their Wit upon the Orange Wenches, View 
And peſter the poor Masks upon the Benches ; And! 
I ill having rak'd about till it is dark, But, 


They ſcowre away, and cry, 6 - d damn the Park : Then 
Then to ſome Bawdy-houſe or Tavern go, And! 
And ſport off their looſe Corns, till One or Two. To be 


But what are theſe, to all the mimick Sport 


Thoſe make who in dumb Language court? 
Who 
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Who bow their Heads in Terſe,and cringe in Cart ? 
Who kiſs their Hands, and clap'em on their Heart? 
Who coo like Turtles, grin like fawning Fools? 
Purr like Boar-Cats, and look like blinded Owls ? 
Stare ev'ry female Creature in the Face, 
Then bray upon 'em like ſome untaught Aſs? 
But what are theſe to ſuch as whine and cant, 
And purely to oblige the Ladies, paint ? 
| Like Talbor at full Aal, ride in his Chair 
When other Folks are walking for the Air ? 
Prepoſt”rous Ideots ! how each ſtrives to ſhow 


Which is the greateſt Fop, not which the Beau 


Here let us cautiouſly the Belle's ſurvey, 
And take their Pictures as they paſs this way; 
View thoſe that gladly would be fancied fair, 
And let them in this Glaſs ſee what they are. 
But, Satyr, if they dare not truſt thy Skill, 
Then let 'emdie,while they behold their Rivals kill: 
And ſee the Men imploy'd, ſearching the Air 


To borrow Similies, to ſhew how fair 


Is 


. 
Is Bedingfield, whoſe Charms do lie 
Beyond the Flight of Wit or Poetry. 
A pleaſing Strife ariſes in her Face, 
*Fwixt White and Red, to give the greater Grace, 
That Beauty may in all her Colours play, 
Awful, to fright the Coward Hearts away. 


This is the Glaſs wherein the Fair may 0 
Unſtudied Art, native Simplicity; ; 
Charms modeſt, and unborrow'd as the Dreſs, x 
Are things that in a Woman always pleaſe, 
While Newton's Aﬀettatior's the Reverſe. 
Tho” Shape and Air and good Complexion join, | 
The Art of Pleaſing is the main Deſign. 
That makes fantaſtick Boyce ſo much abhorr'd , 
While Osborn, Wortley, Windham are ador'd. 
This makes the Th--{ds, ugly as they are, 
Mix ev'ry Night among the charming Fair; 
And tho? their Age and Malice both prevail, 


They would perſwade themſelves each is a Belle, 
So from the City conſtantly they come 
To mortific themſelves, and then g0 home: 


While 
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While Hale and Eurener are defery'dly praisd, 


And all Mankind are with th' Encomiums Pleas d. 


The $S---by's Areſs'd with Fanatick Pride, 

In gilded Coach each Day to Hide- Parł ride s 
Then to St. Famies's are more fond to go; 
Alike the Mother, and the Daughters too ; 
But, to their Sorrow, they may plainly ſee 


The Men deſpiſe ſuch fordid Company. 
While beauteous Seymour ſhews her graceful Face, 


And Thoumont ſtill adorns the happy Place. 
Cenſorious Southwells envious are in vain, 
And the ſcrub Crew from Weſtminſter complain. 


Mean time Mont hermer does her Charms diſ play, 


And Dudley ev'ry Night is freſh and gay. 


The Howards, with Pigs Eyes, affect to be 
Genteel, and thought the beſt of Quality. 


While Dunch,whoſe ſpreading Beauty is full blown, 


With modeſt Bluſhes would her Charms diſown. 
But Winchcombe, fancying to be very gay, | 
With Jewels her Deformities diſplay z _ 
And at the ſame time wiſely does ſuppoſe 
The Pendants at her Ears will hide her Noſe. 


But 
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But let us now facetious Sherrard ſee, 1 The 
The Life and Soul of all good Company; In C 
With Griſin's Air and Mein, join'd to a Voice, Not 
Not our Averſion, Wharwood's Like, but Choice; Wit 
For tho? malicious Cenſure in them dwell, But 
Yet each of them would ſtill be thought a Belle. | prof 


Clargys, or Chetwynd, both aſſert their Reign, 

And ſhew their Pow'r to puniſh Hearts, or gain. 
While L rand G d both affect to be 
What they are really, Apes of Quality; 5 8 
Fantaſtick both, as they are of one Mind, 


So to each other ſaid to be inclin d: 
Then : t's hard that they ſnould not be Cenſure free, 
And give ſome grains, as well as take, of Liberty. 


But ſince ſo many do frequent this Place 
For Converſation, not to ſnew a Face, 
Dormer a bright Example may be made, 

To virtuous Love and Marriage to perſwade: 
Since here he lets the World in publick ſee 
How happy tis when Man and Wife agree. 


The 


C37) 
The chaſte and prudent Wife, her Part to prove, 
In Conduct makes Returns for virtuous Love; 
Not like that Coquet Hm, in a Chair 
With Curtains drawn, viſit a Strumpet Player. 
But for her Husband's ſake, and her own Fame, 


Preſerve her Charms, her Honour, and her Name. 
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THE 


SINGING- BIRDS Addreſs 
TO THE 


EAGLE 


For Relief — the Tyranny of the 


Birds vl Prey: 
P O E M. 
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. oor about the Sun, as I have read, 
There is a Government of Birds, tis ſaid, 
Where they, like us, are rul'd by Queens and Rings, 


And God knows how many ſuch fine things: ve 
S 2 | That 
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That Liberty and Property's in vogue 
As much among them as here Whore and Rogue ; 


And they have Laws, ſome good ones, tho” they're 
made, 


As in moſt other Countries now, a Trade, 


To puniſh thoſe they meet with as ſevere 

AS Turkey Slaves, or we do Horſes here. 

Thoſe who're in Office rais'd above the ref: 
Fancy each Bird they ride to be their Beaſt; 

So whip and ſpur till they're flown to their Height, 
Then down they fall at Iaſt with their own weight. 


The Eagle there, is Sov'reign of the Place, 
A Bird of Courage, and of wond'rous Grace 
To all the merry chirping Feather'd kind, 
Who Safety under her protection find, 
Which makes them in delightful Accents ſing 
Their Thanks each Morn with a God bleſs the Queen. 
But what is ſtrange to the domeſtick Fowls, 
The Mini ſters of State are there the Owls ; | 
Kites are the Magiſtrates that j—ge the Laws, 
And Crows and Rooks muſt plead in ev'ry Cauſe, 


With 
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With Noiſe obſtrep'rous to diſturb the Court, 
And make the ſuff”ring Singing-Birds their Sport; 
While Cuckoes Faylors, Tipftaffs, Bailiffs are, 
That ſuck their Eggs, poor Birds, when they appear. 


It happen'd out, hard Fate ! upon a time, 
A Nightingale was whiſtling merrily in Rhime, 
And chanc'd to jumble, as it were, together 
Some Birds, who prov'd to be of the ſame Feather ; 
Howe'er, ſhe was extolling their fine Parts 
Better than, as it's ſaid, was their Deſerts, 
Then plac'd *em all upon the Raven's Back, 
Which wow'd not hit his Colour, being black. 


The Raven there is great, has the firſt Place 


In Rank, of all the Crows and Rookiſh Race, 

And therefore took 't in dud geon to be nam'd, 

Or by the Nightingale's poor Song defam'd, 

Thoꝰ all the Birds for whom ſhe'd ſtrain'd herThroat 
Were of the fineſt Feathers there, of Note. 


The ſtam'ring Fay, ſhe ſaid, ſung ſweet and clear 
As any Bird inhabiting the Air; 
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His ſqualling Voice was Muſick for a King, 
Beſide the Blue Diſtinction on his Wing. 


The Nightingale did next extol the Dove 

For Courage, which he ſhew'd in making Love : 
Said, Wrens were Birds facetious, brisk, and gay, 
While chirping Sparrows nothing had to ſay, | 
But mourn'd their ſolitary Hours away. | 
Then of the Peacock made the following Strain : 
His Tail, tho” great, was but a modeſt Train, 
For Juno's Bird had humbly laid aſide 
The thoughts of Grandeur,and the plague of Pride; 
Much of the chattering Magpye too ſhe ſung, 

For Readineſs and Eloquence of Tongue, 

For Stratagem and politick Deſign, 
That he does often with the Fackdaw joyn, 
A Bird that cunningly takes care to build 


Where he may have the Church ſtill for his Shield. 


The Crane was next this warbling Song ſter's Praiſe, 
Admir'd for Piety in thoſe bleſt Days 
When neither Fleſh nor Fiſh were once forbid, 


But what the Birds deſir d, ev'n that they did. 
The 
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The Hawk was then extoll'd, and call'd a Saint, 


For he cou'd with the beſt among em cant, 
And preach o'er any thing but good ſtrong Liquor, 


Which thoſe rapacious Fowls drank down the 
quicker. | 


Again ſoft Philomel advanc'd her Voice, 
And of her Song the Pheaſant made the choice, 
Prais'd him indeed where it was not his due, 
But yet ſaid nought but what ſhou'd have been true: 
Then to the Holy gave the Faulcor's Praiſe, 
Which did a-fooliſh Emulation raiſe, 
And caus' d the urky-cock to ſtrut about, 
Becauſe poor Philomel had left him out 
To introduce a Starling, who had flown 
The neareſt to the Royal Eagle's Throne: 
Then prais'd the Cock, at leaſt his double Comb, 
That only crows on his own Dunghill, Home. 
Nay, ſhe commended in her Song Tom- Titt, 
And innocently ſaid he was a Wit; 
And that poor Robin was no Bird of Prey, 
Byt Batts made ev'ry Night a Holy-day. 
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In ſhort, That Smalloms ſung me lod ious Strains, 
And no Birds had, more — 


This was s the Charge laid to the N; Wr 
By Sir John Rook, Att „ Sen— I; 
Who ſaid, it was a Crime ev'n but to name 
Thoſe Birds, for they were Birds of Fame, 
Many of whom the Eagle did imploy 
To ſerve the State, tho” not the Birds deſtroy. 
But as't befel the Singing Choir, hand Fate! 
The peeviſh Owl ow d all theſe Birds a Hate; 
She firſt oblig/'d. the:Thruſhand Hari to Bail, 
And hated mortally the Nightingale « 

Nor ſpar'd he a choice Linnet ones be kept, 
That us'd to warble ſweetly, when he ſlept, 

But puniſh'd her with more than uſual Rage, 
Becauſe, poor Bird ! ſhe had defil'd his Cage: 
Tho? this was natural to every Bird, 
The purblind ſnuff d mainly at the T—d, 
And ſo long turn'd the matter oꝰer and o'er, 
The more he ſtirrꝰd in't, ſtill it ſtunk the more. 


This 
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This caus d much Mirth among the other Fowl, 


Who laugh'd at this Reſentment of the On!, 
Which ſo enrag'd his Honour, that he ſwore 
The Singing-birds ſhould pay the Pipers Score, 
Tho' all the Cry lay at the Eagle's Door. 

With that he ſent the Cuckoe's round about. 
In ſearch to find the little Songſters out, 
Who in the dead of Night ſurpriz d a Thruſh 
Sitting alone upon a Haw-thorn Buſh ; 

And ſtrait they hurried him before the Omi, 
Who look'd with Indignation in his Soul: 
You ſcoundrel Bird, ſaid he, how dare you face 
One you have wrong d of my Majeſtick Race ? 
Fon you who I am, that you thus boldly dare 


Profane my Name ? Uſe it not, ev'n in Pray r; 

For by Jove's Bird, whoſe Miniſter I am, 

I'll make you paultry Song ers dread my Name : 

You, that ſing Ballads thus on ev ry Buſh, ; | 
And value nat a State-Birds of a Ruſh, 

Shall know we rule at will the Feather d Laws, 


And can command whene*er we pleeſe our Cauſy. 


This 
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To hear pronounc'd ſuch arbitrary Fate. 
Right Honourable Omi, ſaid he, you ſeem 

By the great Poſt you bear, of ſome Eſteem ö 

But for my part, excuſe me, I det know 

I'm guilty of a Crime in what I do; 

And therefore thank you for your kind Advice, 
That I may home, and learn to be more wiſe, 

« And is this all, ſaid th' Oui, that youve to ax? ? 
« If fo, Sir, I ſhall ſend you another way. 
With that he call'd a Cuckoe waiting nigh, 
And bid him mind the Traytor did not fly, 
But pluck his Feathers firſt, or clip a Wing, 
Then let him try how he could fly or ſing. 
The Thruſh, confounded at this ſudden Rage, 
Durſt not attempt his Anger to aſſwage, 

But, with the Cuckoe, ſilently retir'd, 

And at his Owlſhip's Paſſion much admir'd. - 


The next they apprehended was a Lark, 
One that was always a High-flying Spark, 


But 


This ſtruck on heap the trembling Whiſtler ſtrait, 
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But that was guilty of no other Crime 
Than ſinging in the Stile they call Sublime 8 
vet notwithſtanding this, vex'd to the Soul, 
The croaking Raven, and the ſcreeching Omi, 
Who ſore moſt bitterly that ſoaring Bird 
Should be brought down,upon their Honour's word. 
The Lark ſtill cheerfully maintain'd his Note, 
And ſeem'd not to regard their Threats one Groat. 
Aeſſieurs, ſaid he, I am a merry Blade, | 
As you may ſee, and Singing 1s my Trade : 
I mean no Hurt, without tis an Offence 
By whiſtling of a Song to get me Pence, 
And chaffer for't with my ſmall ſtock of Sence. 
I'd have you think I don't imploy my Head 
To ſtudy Miſchief, but to get my Bread 
My Father did, before that I was born, 

Sing in the Fields all day for 4 poor Blade of Corn: 
And you, who re raid above us, to be great 
And govern wiſely all the Feat her'd State, 
Shou d now conſider what we Songſters are, 


Paor Birds, that ſhou'd be your great Viſdom's Care, 


Not by your Pow'r drove to a mean Diſpair. | 
This 


— 
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This ſenſible Diſcourſe made em both look 


Upon each other, as if Thunder-ſtruck. 
My Lord, faid th? Owl, your Lordſhip knows 
Theſe Birds of late look big, ſet up for Beaux, 


And ſtrut about in their nem Suits of Cloaths, 


Meet us in ev ry place where er we go, | 

And ſcarcely will (as tis their Duty) bow. 
For my part, Ithinl they ſhow'd be all ſtript, 
And when they are unplum d, ſeverely whipt : 


This will correct their Self-conceit and Pride, 


And humble their too ſtubborn Hearts beſide. 
This may be dangerous, the Raven made Reply, 
Take heed of overmuch. Severiey; 
For I remember. once, how by. ſurprize 


Some Singing-birds pick'd out 4 Raven's Eyes: 


Nay, who knows but the Eagle too. may, blame 
The Owl one day, if he abuſe her Name? 

For theſe ſame injur'd Birds will go and ſing 
Their melancholy Dittys to the Queen 


Therefore commit them over to the Crows, 


Then you are quit of them, under the Roſe ; 


| Thoſe hungry Birds will ſoon ſtrip off their Cloaths. 


Ac- 
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Accordingly the Out took this Advice; 
And *mong the Crows diſpatcbꝰd him in a trice; 
The Lark, who was a Bird of Wit, row far 
His Caſe much worſe committed to the Law, 


Where they wou d not regard him of a Sraw-. \ 
For Crows were Birds of a rapacious kind, 
And valuꝰd not th Acquirement of the Mind; 
Nay, were averſe almoſt to every thing | 
But what would Profit to their clutches bring: 
So that the'Zark had nothing left to hope 
For now but Wart, except it was a Rope. 

The Cuckoe conſtantly, from his ſcabb'd Throat, 
Was plaguing him with the ſame tireſome Note; 
And endleſs Repetitions made them worſe 
Than all the Plagues of Egypt were, a Curſe. 


But let's return to the poor Nightingale, ale 

On whom their Plagues ſhowr'd down as thick as 
Hal... cm. „ 85 

The Oui, incens'd with all the Marks of Rage, | 


Confines her cloſe in a ſtrong Iron Cage, 
Where Philomel attempted to complain 


Of her hard Uſage, but*twas all in vain; 
The 
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The Omi refus'd to hear her Nightly Song 
And warbling Notes,whereby ſhe ſung her Wrong; 
At laſt the Kites ſhe ſu'd to for Redreſs, 
Who were oblig d to hear her ſad Diſtreſs, 


Tho? they as cruel were, and mercileſs; 

Told her, ſhe ſhould have kept out of the Laws, 
And not concern'd herſelf with Birds of Claws 
© Who now aſſur'd her ſhe ſhould be their Prey, 
And that was all the Rites had then to ſay. 

This was poor Comfort for a Bird like her, 
Who was not arm'd with Talons for a War ; 
Yet ſhe was brisk, and chirping merry ſtill, 
And was reſoly'd once more to try her Skill, 
Being unſatisfied that by her Song 

Thoſe Noble Birds had ſuffer'd any Wrong, 
But that the haſty Owl had been to blame 

In putting Philome to ſo much Shame. 


Early next Morning, e're *twas Day, ſhe *roſe, 
And to the Owl a Ballad did compoſe : 1 5 
She ſtrain'd her Voice, and louder much did roar 
Than ſhe was wont; before his Honour's Door 


Whiſtled 


( 271) 

Whiſtled in Notes that were well underſtood 

By all the feather d Dwellers in the Wood : 
Nay, was not pleas'd with what ſhe here could do, 
Bat went and ſung t before the Raven too. 

3 Soft were her Notes, tho' ſhe had rais'd her Voice, 
| As made by hard Neceſſity her Choice, 

Knowing her Thoughts were free from Evil ſtill, 
And ſo had been the Products of her Quill : 
Aſſur'd of this, bold ſhe was to a fault, 

= That made her ſinging Race not worth a Groat. 

| Here ſhe repeated her firſt Song again, 

So fond ſhe ſeem'd of ev'ry moving Strain, 
That ſhe did all the ſecret Notes explain, 

LAnd prais'd thoſe Birds to ſuch a high degree, 

= The Kites and Crows conſtru'd it Blaſphemy, 

| Tho? they, and all the feather'd Choir beſide, 
bwere from their Hearts entirely ſatisfy'd 


| Twas not the Talent of the Nightingale 


Againſt thoſe kind of colour'd Birds to rail: 
Her alice had been ſpent againſt the Crows, 
Who always ſhe profeſs'd her open Foes : 


I 3 But 


We 6 
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(2972) 
But for the Dove, the Pheaſant, and the Wren; 
They'd ever been the Subject of her Pen; 
Their Fame, ſhe ſaid, was mounted on her Wing, 
And ſhe muſt daily their juſt Praiſes ſing. 
As for the Raven, ſhe had often ſhown 
A Veneration *above the reſt of's Gown, 


Becauſe he did appear to have a Soul 
Greater than any of the Carnivrous Fowl, | 
2 


For he diſlik d the Malice of the Oui, 


Who mean time Miſchief penſively revoly'd, 

And Vengeance *gainſt the Nightingale reſoly'd ; 
So ſent the Cuckoes ev'ry where in ſearch, 1 
Who found her out at laſt upon her Perch, 

From whence they pluck'd her with unuſual ſpight, 
And carried her before the Omi that Night : 
Where he no ſooner ſaw the Nightingale, | 

But his fierce angry Viſage turn'd quite pale; 
Malice and Rage did der his Face ſo ſpread, 
Enough to've ſtruck the littte Song er dead, 

But that her Reſolution had o ercome 

The utmoſt Rigour of her threatned Doom. 


3 


\t 


* 8 
; 1 p 
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At laſt the Oni thus from his Paſſion broke 


To vent his Spleen, theſe furious Words he ſpoke : - 


Audacious Bird! hom durſt thou thus appear 


Fore me, or ſing ain in open Air? VEL JON 5 71 


After Thad forbid thee by my Por, 
Thou inſolently ſung before my Door: 
Nay, thou upbraidſt me with what I ad done; 


And ſaid I durſt not, ſince that, face the Sun: - 


Thou little Hed ge- bird, of obſcurer Note, 


7 Il loſe my Feathers bur P11 ſtep thy Thro 47 ä 


Whiſtling eternally ſome odious Praiſe 

of chattering Magpies, and of ſenſleſs Jays; 
But Je diſcover'd thy Hypeeriſle, 

Thou Trifler, inſignificant to me. 

How doſt thou know but that the Owl can ſing 
As well as any Bird of that ſhort Ving? 

But thou, becauſe a Songſter, mate ſt pretence 

To underſtand both Politicks and Senſe, 

When *tis not in thy Sphere, poor Fool, to know 


| What Owls that are great S — 5 do, 


= 


T 


But 


( 274) 
But Pb) reply d vvittr e qual Seorn; 
That Mębiingalet, as well adOplpwereiborns 
Tho? he the Poſt of Honbur firſt obtaind, 
He cou'd not ſay twas bychis Merit gain'd. 
For Nightingales had merited mach more 
Than Owls like him cou'd claĩm on any ſcore; 
Therefore ſue humbly hop d it no Diſgrace 
To tell his HonvorTo, tho to his Face; 
| For Singing-birdshad always had a Name, 
Long before Owl; great Mihiſters became, '\ 
Much more e're they pretended to Tuch Fame. J 


The Owl, amaz'd at ſuch a bold Reply, 
Call'd to a ſervile Cuctoe waiting nigh : 
Here, rake your Pris ner, ſaid he, let ber feel 
The worſt Reſentments of your crooked Will & i a; 
Then to the Crows deliver her a Prey, 

Let's ſee if ſhe' as mort Impudence than they. 
Tiſh with theſe damm d Singing-birds Td dene, 
Who boaſt themſelves Deſcendents of the Sun; 
For Tve a Thought ſtrangely awakes my Fears, 
That ſometime this may reach the Eagle's Ears: 
Pl 


Pl 


mh) 
I'll ſatiate my Revenge for once home er, 
And for the future let the Birds take care: 
This Nightingale ſhall their Example be; 
For Fear they ſhall, tho' they don't value mie. 
If Jove will ſuffer what I have defign'd, = 
And aid the Projetts of my lab ring Mind, 
Theſe Singing-birds ſhall be the Mark of Fate, 
And perifh by my Pow'r, or by my Hate. | 


Then ſtrait away they carried Philomel, 


To tell in vain her melancholy Tale, 


Which with the Crows they knew would not pre- 
vail: e 


So they brought her before the Kites again, 

To undergo freſh Miſery and Pain. | 

And now the Rook's repeated to the Court | 
Her former Song, made for Diſgrace and Sport, 
Said, *twas a Crime againſt the Eagle's Rights, 
And which requir'd the Judgment of the Kites, 


Who to the Birds of old had Juſtice ſhown, 
But in theſe Caſes had regarded none; 


1 For 


(276) 
For th” Rooks no ſooner had declar'd their Plea 
But they neer minded what ſhe had to ſay : 
For urging, that ſhe was a Bird born free, 
And boldly challeng'd Native Liberty; | 
That Singing was a Gift the Gods beſtow'd, 
And therefore ought by them to be allow'd, 
A furious Kite did ſternly thus reply, 
That he would that free Gift himſelf deny ; 
That if ſhe did continue on to bawl, 
Henceforth no Nightingale ſhould ſing at all. 
This was a Sentence ſtruck the Songſter mute, 
To hear a Bird cou'd e' er be ſuch a Brute; 
Till by another ſhe was ſatisfied 
The Kites, with Rooks and Crows, were all ally'd ; 
That ſhe muſt now contentedly ſubmit 
To ſuch a Puniſhment as Kites thought fit. 
Accordingly they judg'd her by the Throat, 
To hang one Day, till ſnhe ſhou'd change her Note. 
But Philomel continued ſtill the ſame, 


Knowing her Innocence was not to blame, 


She ſung her Song again in the old Strain. 


= 


( * 


The Singing- birds perceiving now their Doom 


Muſt be the ſame to which the Nightingale had come, 


Reſolv d with one Conſent that a Complaint 
Should to the Eagle inſtantly be ſent ; 

Therefore that *t might be done with all the ſpeed 
Requir'd, they to the following Form agreed. 


Moſt Excellent and Gracious Eagle hear 
From all your feather'd Choir this humble Pray'r : 
Hear our Complaint, as Birds that are diſtreſt, 
By Owls and Kites and Rooks and Crows oppreſt, 
Regard, dread Sov'reign, once a moving Tale, 
Let it be ſaid we Song ſters did prevail, 
The Lark, the Linnet, and the Nightingale. 
Such Scenes of Woes diſtract our waking Hours, 


Owls haunt our Rooſts, and Cuckoes watch our 
Doors : 


Tim'rous we fly, as runs the hunted Hare, 


That ev j one's for driving ta Deſpair, 


T 3 That 


(278) 
That we had better dream our Lives away N 
Than live 2 miſerably, brisk and gay, 
To curſe each Night, and ery coming Day. 
With Rage implacable the OwPs our Foe, 
And hunts us out where er we fly or go: | 
Such is his Malice to our Free-born Trade, 
He will not let us earn our Daily Bread. 
Tho? we were wont on ev'ry Buſh to ſing, 
And boaſt the ancient Freedom of our Wing, 
We muſt not now declare we have a Soul, 


For fear of being brought before the Owl. 


Nor are the Kites leſs tyrannous than he, 
Tho they ſbou'd mild, and juſt, and gewroas be; 
Plac'd by the royal Eagle's ſpecial Care 
To hear the injur d Birds complaining Pray r. 


And now, dread Sow reign, ſuch is our hard Fate 
That Kites and Crows purſue us with like Hate; 


Tell 


(279 ) 
Tell as, we are unruly noiſie Birds, 
Frighting our feeble Race with threatning Words, 
Enough to ſtrike us little Songſters dead, 
Who to ſuch Language ne er were born or bred, 
We want Compaſſion, and not Puniſhment, 
That we may barely live, and be content, 
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LIB ERTY 


AND 


PROPERTY. 
A Suhr. 


— 


M Muſe attempts no vain Heroick Skill, 
Or ſoars the top of Pindar's lofty Hill; 
But begs Aſſiſtance from the force of Rhime, 
The craggy Rock of Satyr's Mount to elimb: 
Sharp Scourge of Villany! reforming Gin, 

That ſtings and laſhes ev'ry darling Sin! 

Bane to the Great *midſt their voluptuous Joys, 


Which all their Golden Dreams of Vice deſtroys. 
Riſe 


( 282 ) 


Riſe thou Diſturber of the Libertine, 
Thou that invades his Free-born Right to Sin; 
*Riſe now, and ſhame him from his boaſted Crime, 
That he would plead Preſcription for, in time, 
And tell Poſterity Cain did proceed 
A Wretch nefarious, from the Serpent's Seed; 
But loſing Paradiſe, gain'd Liberty, 
Like Lucifer, a larger World to rule, 
Where all he ſaw he call'd his Property. 
And this is Native Freedom, which we now 
With the feign'd Name of Liberty purſue. 


This is the State of Libertines True-born, 
Who wou'd their Land with Servitude adorn, 
A Servitade which they themſelves term Free, 
Tho' tis but counterfeited Liberty; 

When juſt Reſpe& to Laws does others bleſs, 
It curſes them with their own Happineſs. . 


Mankind will {till think that Condition beſt 
In which they are with their own Freedom bleſt. 


8⁰ 


<3 
80 Adam judg d, nor did he go aftray, 


Till Heaven's Command preſcrib'd him to obey. 

| He try'd, and found his Vicious Will was free, 
And then reſolv'd on fatal Liberty. 

What *twas he gain'd, his Race knows now too well, 
Freedom on Earth, to damn himſelf in Hell. 

Of Luſt this was th* unerring Conſequence, 

That he might reign midſt the Delights of Senſe, 
And know no Ruler o'er him but Deſire, | 

| Which kindled in his Breaſt a raging Fire, 

And makes Man thirſt ſtill after that in vain 
Which gives himPleaſure,not which gives him Pain. 


Oh curſed laberty ! thou didſt prepare 

The murd'ring Engines of Flagitious War. 
From thee Famine may date its Train of Ills; 
For had it not been for our Vicious Wills 

To raiſe Rebellion, we had never known 
Miſchiefs our Appetites procure alone, 
Deſire, the Spring of our inſatiate Luſt, 

Still rages in us with a pleaſing guſt, 

And makes us run more than the Brute aſtray, 


| The happy Brute that Nature does obey, 1 | 
| Ni 


a” 
And is more free than Man with all his Vanity 
Of Reaſon, and of boaſted Liberty. 


What ſtrange bewitching Word is that which 
draws 


So many Fools to Bondage without Laws, 


And gilds o'er Slavery with ſo fine a Gloſs, 

It tempts th* Unwary to embrace the Croſs ? 
That ſuch a Train of ſplendid Good can ſhow, 
And oſtentatious Pomp, that with it go, 

To fatter Multitudes, and to delight 


Thoſe who are pleas'd with ſuch a dazling Sight ? 


Alas! ſuch ſee not thro” the painted Screen, 
Behind which is diſclos'd a rueful Scene, 


Where ſudden Ruin in Rebellion's writ, 


A Chaſm horrid, like the gaping Pit, | 
And where the Fates for Man's Deſtruction ſit. 4 


' Unhappy Freedom i how thowrt underſtood 
The Author of thoſe Ills that we call Good ; 


Becauſe thy ſpecious Name's ne%er us'd in vain, 
In what deſigning Men attempt to gain! 


Thon 


* 


( 285 ) 
Thou foremoſt ſtands in every Change of State, 
And art enroll'd in the Black Liſt of Fate. 
By thee alone Knaves act their Villany, 


And ev'ry Triumph's grac'd with Liberty. 


The Godlike Brutus firſt did honour thee. 


| With Spoils of Noble Immortality ; 


Of Tarquin's bloody Cruelties aſham'd, 


His gen'rous Breaſt with Freedom was inflam'd, ; 


gut curſt theCauſe from whence it firſt was nam'd. 
| For Liberty, that once was counted brave, 
ls now proclaim'd by ev'ry ſervile Slave. 


Aſs-like, it bears the Burthens we would flee, 
Bends low beneath the weight of Tyranny, 
And is the Pack-horſe of rebellious Liberty. 

A Clock to every State-Deſign that's baſe, 


And masks the Villain with a beauteous Face. 


Victorious Rome oft felt its fatal Pow'r, 
And did at laſt yield to this Conqueror, 
Till chang'd ſo often with the ſpecious Name, 
It loſt the Bleſſing when it gain'd the Fame. 


* 


( 286 ) 
Around the wondring World this Deity 
With frantick Madneſs flew ; and Victory 
Purſu'd where'er her Banners were diſplay'd, 
In vain was Force imploy'd againſt her Aid. 
The Eaſtern Monarchies, that ſpread ſo wide, 
Were made as ſportive Victims to her Pride. 
Greece was With all its ancient Glory loſt, 
And Rome of Liberty that boaſted moſt, 
For the rough Gauls their Expectations croſsd. 


At laſt the Goths ruſh'd in like a vaſt Sea, 
And curs'd all Europe with new Liberty. 
So do impetnous Torrents down the Yolga pour, 
And in the calm pacifick Ocean roar. 
This broke the Neck of the Imperial Sway, 
And brought Confuſion into Italy. 
Nor did our Iſland miſs this ſtorming Tide 
Of fatal Pow'r, enrag'd with Free- born Pride: 
The ſad Effects remain among us yet, 
We love the Poiſon, and we reap the Fruit; 


Fond 


ond 


(287 ) 
Fond of the Charm, {till propagate the Seed, 
And cultivate with care the haneful Weed, 
From which of Faction we've a plenteous Breed. 


Good Heavens ! Is this our Native Property, 
For which we fo much Time and Blood imploy ? 


No ſure, tis ſomething more and greater ſtill, 


We fancy't Freedom to do what we will. 

Alas! is this the Liberty we boaſt, 

For which juſt Heav'n our great Forefather curſt ? 
Then he that is moſt Happy, and moſt Free, 

Is he that knows leaſt of ſuch Liberty. 

Who can juſt Laws without Reſerve obey, 

Laws made ſecure from Arbitrary Sway, 

Where Pow'r is limited, Juſtice-confin'd, 

To Rules of Reaſon, not a lawleſs Mind, 

For that is Tyranny in any kind ? 


We hunt for Freedom with a ſtudied Care, 


Till we our ſelves are fetter'd with the Snare: 


At laſt we find 'tis harder to avoid 


The Net, than gain the thing we thought deny'd. 


How 


( 288 ) 
How vain we talk of Britor's living Free, 
And Rights, which we enjoy as happily, 
While Liberty with Liberty is croſs'd, 
Thoꝰ that is ev*ry Zealous Patriot's Boaſt, 
While he is ſeeking t' enſlave his Country moſt. 
So did the vile Uſurper mel cry, 
Amidſt the Crowd, for Free- born Liberty; 
For this it was he pray'd, for this he fought, 
But Empire twas his falſe Ambition ſought : 
And Liberty he call'd the pleaſing Cheat 
That made the People Slaves, the Tyrant great, 
His Golden Promiſes they ne'er enjoy'd, 
But ſoon perceiv d their Liberties deſtroy'd. 


What Force on Fancy wou'd we then impoſe 
For real Good, which e're we gain we loſe ? 
How we deceive our ſelves with Liberty in vain, 
And call that Pleaſure which ſtill gives us Pain! 
Tyrants in Pow'r we Noble Patriots call, 

Not ſuch as built, but wou'd blow up Whitehall ; 
Such as wou'd fell Old Engliſu Liberty, 
And New entail on their Poſterity, 


Theſe 


ſe 


He that profeſſes none gainſt Law offends, 


(29) 
Theſe are the Men that now-a-days profeſs 
Religion for no more than outward Dreſs ; 
A thing at liberty to leave or chuſe, 
Which few or none but for a Faſhion uſe : 
Thoſe who pretend to moſt, are found to be 
At laſt the moſt engag'd in Villany. : a 


The Hypocrite will W be in vogue, 
For none deceives us like an holy Rogue: 
No State can exerciſe ſuch Tyranny, 

But, for his Ends, he'll call it Liberty. 
Nor can Religion be profeſs'd amiſs, 
For ev'ry True or Falſe Religion's his. 


For want of that, will ruin all its Ends. 
Ev'n the Pretence excuſes many Crimes, 
Cauſe moſt are but Pretenders in theſe Times. 


Tho' of our fancy'd Freedom we may boaſt, 
All our old Engliſh Property is loſt : 
Yet we are bleſt ; for, under bounteous Heav'n, 


We had a great deal well preſerv'd by Seven, 
U Who 


(299) 
Who were the Guardian Angels of the State, 
When Plots in Scotland were fo rife of late: 
And their Endeavours now wou'd ſet us free 
From all the Fears of Hell and Popery : 
For Property it ſhou'd in common be, 
No Lawyer nor Phyſician take a Fee; 


The Prieſt ſhou'd preach without T; the-Gooſe or Pig, 
And W Man be free that was a W=—g. 


Thus Liberty you ſee's a Heav'nly Thing, 
That ſome wou'd not exchange to be a King; 
While Bribes can make a Senate choſen Free, 
And Gallick Wine buy Engl:ſh Liberty: 

While good and honeſt Men theſe things abhor, 
Strong Beer and Brandy makes a Senator. 

But tis our Ergliſs Birthright to be ee, 
Eleckion⸗ are a kind of Jubilee, 

By Cuſtom privileg'd for Villany. | 
The Mob are then our Sov” reign Lords, that rule, 
And who they chuſe muſt be their Idol Fool. 

A Man who muſt not make the leaſt Pretence 

To judge by Reaſon, or be rul'd by Sence, 


—— 


But 


f1 


— 


That makes Men Villains, Barb'rous, and Unjuſt. 


| Who taught Rebellious Subjects to obey, ; 


KC 
But muſt, for what they chuſe him, ſtill maintain 
Their Liberty and Property to reign. 
The People then are mad with Liberty, 
Tho' that's the meaneſt Bleſſing they enjoy. 
Miſtaken.in their Aim, they miſs the End, 
That Happineſs for which they ſo contend. 
The Uſe of Liberty is known to fer 
Who ſteer aright, and can their Courſe purſue. 
Manis Will's ſo various, Wiſe Men only know 
What tis they wou'd, or what they wou'd not do. 


Th Extent of Liberty is ſordid Lu ſt, 


Not ſuch a Freedom as was once poſleſs'd 
By Britons under Glorious Monarchs bleſs'd, 


And yet impos'd no Yoke of Slavery. 
Monarchs that kept wild Libertines in awe; 
Yet gave the People ev'ry wholſom Law. 
No Baſe Republican durſt then aſpire 

To ſet the Land with Liberty on fire 3 


U 2 But 


PR 
But honeſt Laws then made the People free, 
And Law was underſtood juſt Liberty : 
But now tis chang'd, and hard to underſtand 
What is the Law or Freedom of the Land. 
Judges themſelves in dubious Judgment ſit, 
Nor dare pronounce that Law which was ſo writ j 
And Legiſlators wo'n't thoſe Records know, 
Thoſe ancient Scrolls of Power that make *em ſo. 


Vet this is Liberty, with which we're bleſt, 
Or with which we are'dev'liſhly poſſeſt; 


For none but Engliſhmen wou'd love that Pow'r 


Again, which did their Country once devour: 
That fatal Power, which makes the Bloodhounds cry 


So fiercely, and ſo loud, for Liberty. 1 
For what elſe can b' imagin'd their Pretence | - 
*Gainſt Law, *gainſt Reaſon, againſt common Senſe, 

But Popular Applauſe, that may ſupport y 
Their Pride and Vanity to grace the Court ? 

Theſe are the Wooden Gods which we adore, v 


And which are made ſo by the Peoples Pow'r ; 


But 


ſe, 


ut 


(6293) 
But they are hollow Veſſels, we deſtroy 
The pleaſant Fruits of Peace we ſhou'd enjoy. 


Nor is Religion, ens us, free 


From this uſurping Pow'r of Liberty pb 
For any now may ſafely approach the Throne 


That has a Name whereby it may be known. 
B—ſh—ps themſelves ſuch ſtrange Opinions hold, 
We cannot tell the New Church from the Old, © / 
And Paſtors do ſuch ſmall DiſtinQion keep, 

We know not. well the Shepherds from the Sheep. 


So M—re, tho" Apoſtle-like he makes not Tents, 
Yet buys and ſells old Books Yencreaſe his Rents; | 
Nor is contented with ſuch crafty Gains, 


But quacks in Phyſick with induſtrious Pains, 


Brains : 
You may him ally to beten trace, 


Not for the church, but for the Pence, imploys his \ 
Diſpenſing Phyſick, not diſpenſing Grace, 


Which wou'd become one better in his Place. 


WU 3 * But 
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But P—ts u Bis like Mountcbanks appear, 0 
We meet em now in publick e. ew ry where: 
V—k—rsand A— 
Pretend this Liberty to helpthe Poor, 1 
But all Men know tis on another ſcore. 
Prieſt and Phyſicias never was allow d, 
For both in one's a Villain underſteo bl: 
Who by Profeſſion decommends Deceit, 
For Prieſicraft will make Phyſick mone à Cheat. 


—, and a Thouſand more, 


6d . won oy 
Then he who ventures that dear Bleſſing Health, 


ou Prieſts, Old Women, Quacks, to fave his 
Wealth, one Mee 


Ought never to be pitied, morblehinbd EN 
Who ſells his Life to purchaſe Libelty. 20 
Or ſpends his Subſtance to ſupport a pow rr. 
That governs: o er him like a Conqueror 
With one continu'd Arbitrary Sway, 6-1 

That makes ey'n Majeſty itſelf obey. 

No Tyrant reigns ſo abſolate as ſhe, cg, . 
For the more. Lawleſs, the more Liberty. 


How idly then we : ſtruggle to be Free, 


And loſe our Primitive Simplicity! 
How 
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How fondly catch at fancied Happineſs, 
And loſe the Bleſſing that we wou'd poſſeſs ; 
Start from the Laws that Nature does ordain, 
And follow Politicks, abſtruſe and vain; 
Purſue the Slights of ſubtle Aſachiavel, 
The Road that leads at Liberty to Hell, 
And leave th? unerring Way right Reaſon ſhows, 
Reaſon, that ev'ry thing we need to know beſtows! 


This is the Caſe of all that wou'd be free, 
And follow the wild Laws of Liberty: 
Men who're debauch'd in Principles from Good, 


And have Rebellion running in their Blood, 


Wou'd have it only Freedom underſtood. 
But *tis the Luſt of Rule ſuch Men deſire, 
A Luſt their vicious Appetites require; 
For Reaſon governs with a milder ſway, 
Learns us to be Content, and to Obey. 
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SP LITTER 


FREEHOLDS 


ONG has the City been the Scene of Vice, 
1 every Seed of Miſchief takes its Riſe; 
But in the Country better proſpers now, | 
Under th' induſtrious Tillage of the Plow, - 


Strange Pow r of Ignorance and Ruſtick Pride, 
That does triumphant o'er Mens Reaſons ride, 
And leaves the Hind free from the leaſt Pretence 
Of Manners, Honeſty, or Conſcience ! 

He with Religious Frenzy fills his Brain, 

Then cancels all the Reaſon of the Man ; 

Lead by the Noſe, under Pretence of Zeal 


For Moderation and the Common-weal, 
| Reſigns 
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Reſigns his Conſcience to his Teacher's Care, 
And ſleeps ſupinely without Wit or Fear. 


This is the Man that calls himſelf Born Free; 
And votes ſo zealouſly for Zaberty; 
Yet cannot tell what by the Thing be means 
That Liberty and Property. maintains. 
It is in vain for to inſtru his Mind, 
He is to every thing, but Paſſion, blind. 
If his Spleen-Preacher be diſcontent 
Againſt the Queen, or elſe the Government, 
This buſie Fool engages in the Cauſe, 
And breaks the Peace to regulate the Laws: 
Or like Old Nall, who with Geneva Tye 
Cou'd better ſwallow down State-Perjury : 
Elſe what makes now-a-days each Country Clown 
Swallow their rung Oarhs ſo glibly down? F 
Turn o'er their He- holds to their Neighbour ſtrait, Le 
And for Religion carry on the Cheat.. | 


ER Al 
So round whole Counties-let the Frolick run, 
Faces mean while of Sanctiiy put on; ÞÞ v 
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Hypoeriſie | is reckon'd then Divine; 8 


62999 
Fail not uncharitably to ſuggeſt 


The Church bas got upon't the Mark at leaſt | ( 
Of Perſecution, if not of the Be aft. 8 


This Antichriſtian Cenſure each beſtows, 
which from their want of True Religion flows, > 
That and Ill-nature hand in hand ſtill goes. 


| Theſe are the Men that Moderation chuſe, - 


Not to hide Faults, but Y:lany to uſe. 
Vice may be good, if circumſcrib'd by Grace 
'Tis as apply'd, in a right Time and Caſe. 

For chr ſake ill the Godly plead'for Sin, A 


A Saint without ne er wants a Knave within. 


LEN 


But it is time ſuch Rogü'ry to diſplay, 
And ſhew the Men, tho? we cat ſhew their Way; : 
Let Satyr poor der utmoſt Vengeance down, 4 


And load them home with Crimes that are their(. 


OWN, "V9 
With Crimes to _ Age before unknown; 
Such as the Heathen World would ne'er believe, 


That Men themſelves ſo groſiy cou'd deceive, 1 
0 


— — 
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To perpetrate ſuch Crimes as want a Name, 
And cannot be reveal d without their Shame, 

» Who have involy'd a Nation in a V ice, 
Wherein the deepeſt Gulph of workin lies, 

If publick Actions favour perjury, 

They're Fools that Laws and Government EO | 
If that's their Aim, Satyr, be it thy End, 


Thy Country frgm their Poiſon to defend; _ 
Which js malignant, and will ſpread o'er all, 


If once — ET! IP 


Rip up thein Breaſts who are einfefted deep, 


| And wou'd with Pleaſure lull the reſt to ſleep; be 


Curſe with Satyrick Rage the monſtrous Man, ; : 


That Splitting Engliſh Free-holds firſt began. 

If it from B. do claim its Helliſh Riſe, - . 
We may. conclude it a Fanatick Vice, 
Sprung from the Patron of that perjur'd Race, PIE 


Which has the Mark of Whig writ in his Face; ; 


oj was he not a Shame to ev ry Peer, 
I'd write his Name as well as Character: 


But 


”- 
__ 
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But then, good Heay'ns ! what a ſpacious Field 
The very Letters of his Name wou'd yield ! | | 
Mhoeꝰ er durſt read em wou'd turn pale with fear, 
How innocent before ſoc'er they were: 
A huge lon g Scroll of Vice lies at his Door, 
Kebellion firſt, and in the Rear a Who—rez 
Tyburr's left out, for that's a ſacred Tree, 


On which hangs Truth Joretnes, as well as 
Villany, 


No Place therefore for ſuch rank gs as he. 


Shou'd all th* Enthuſiaſts in thy Train appear, 
Hell, what a num'rous Croud wilt thou have there! 
When howling Quakers ſhall *gainſt thee complain, 
For now, inſtead of One, thou haſt damn'd Ten, 


Who, when in Chains, will curſe their Fate and 
thee, 


Who taught 'em firſt che Cheat of ws Free, ( | 


To damn themſelves in endleſs Miſery. 


Oh ! let the Poet's Curſe prevent thy Fate, 
Rob not the Church with care to ſerve the State, 


For Politicks ſhoy'd on Religion wait. 


Nor 
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Nor by fat Bribes the Peoples Rights to ſave, g 
Both them and their Religion to enſlave: | 
For Perjury, when encourag'd by a State, 

Will make it little ſoon, its Miſery great. 

When Legiſlators dare not once oppoſe 

That Vice which has them to their Office choſe, 
Then Laws muſt fink, and with Religion lie, 
The Jeſt of ev'ry State Incendiary. 5 


This is the Caſe, and thus we're bought and ſold 
By ev'ry Knave, a Splitter of Free- hald, 
'Who barters Engliſb Liberty for Gold; 
Talks much of God, and of Religious Zeal, 
With Peace and Union in the Common - meal, 
Which in his Country he promotes ſo much, 
You cannot tell a Corventicle from a Church; 
The Difference only by the Teſt is known, 
One's for dividing what is not his own, 
And caſting Lots with High-Church for their own. 
The other hating Splitters, can't agree 
To ſuch a kind of Chriftian Unity. 


Both 
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both may pretend to palliate as they pleaſe, 
But Moderation is the State Diſeaſe. 


Whoe'er dare venture on the Cure, at firſt 
Muſt launch th* Impoſthume e*er the Poiſon burſt, 
Then to the bottom rankle in the Wound, 
Till he has cleans'd each Part, and made it ſound. 
But e*re the Cure is done, he muſt prepare 
All the Reproaches of the Sick to bear. 


Then, Satyr, arm thy ſelf with pointed Steel, 
Make Free- held Splitters all thy Venom feel; 
Tell how for Dr $ Intereſt made, 


How many Traps for Villany were laid, 

How many Free- holders were there betray'd : 
Tell more, and add thy Curſes to em all, | 
That ſuch rank Villains may yet deeper fall: 
What Vengeance great enough can on them lie 
Who {ell their Souls, yet cry up Liberty? . 
Peace, Peace, abroad in ev'ry Town proclaim, 
vet to deſtroy that Peace themſelves they damn; 
Againſt their Int'reſt for their Int reſt vote, 


And on the Men who ruin them, moſt doat. 
* 7 
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For Slaviſh Ends nodoubt ſuch Men were born, 
Who hate InſtruQion, and their Teachers ſcorn ; 
Teachers appointed to inform their Minds, 
T” obſerve whoſe Doctrine too their Duty binds. 
Not Teachers who've uſurp'd upon the Laws, 


And preach up Splitting to ſupport their Cauſe : 
But how that Doctrine can be made t'agree 

With Peace and Moderat ion-Sancti ty, 1 

They who divide, Satyr, can better tell than thee. 
Their Principles thou by Diſſention knows, 

For ſtill their Practice with their Preaching goes; 
Both bent to finiſh what they have begun, 
And Split the Church as Free-holds they have done. 


Witneſs their mighty Induſtry and Pains = 
Beſtow'd in Ex, where their R ry reigns, | 
And will remain a Monument of Shame | Gr 
To M— s Credit, and tos Fame: 

While publick Funds pay off their Alehouſe Scores, I 
And Aulick Penſions purchaſe Senators. x 
y 


But, Satyr, hence freſh Springs of Miſchief flow, T] 
Miſchiefs thou canſt not trace, or truly know; 


* 
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While Herds of K — s in Conſultation ſit, 


And Act what moſt their black Deſigns may fit; 


Stop at no to gain their Ends, 


By Bribing Foes, or Perjuring of Friends; 


While one poor Freehold's made the Grand Deceit, 


To carry on the new-invented Cheat, 


Fools to delude, and to oblige the Great. 


Hundreds of Wretches under the Pretence 

Of Intereſt, Liberty, or Conſcience, 

Are drawn into the Snare, the ſpreading Vice 
Of falſeſt Oaths, and wilful Forgeries: 

When Forty Freeholds in one Hour are made 
By the ſame Lands, and the ſame written Deed, 


In Courſe to one another ſtill convey'd. 


Satyr proceed, this is but one of thoſe 


| Grand Cheats by which theſe Men their M—rs 


choſe; 
The Splitting-way draws more weak Brethren i in, 
Has more pretence, and a more damaing Sin; : 
One of the blackeſt Dye, that ruins more 


Than ever will be fav'd by H or — 


X The 
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The firſt Arch-rebel ne er had ſuch a Thought, 
Elſe he'd more Angels to his Party got: 
Some Cunning Devil has hit on this of late, 
To ruin thoſe he ne er cou'd injure yet. 
A Rebel muſt the firſt Inventer be, 
A Sneaking Devil, that hates the Hierarchy, 
For Splitting's oppoſite to Monareby. 


This is the Baſis on which now we ſtand, 
The Prop of Peace that's to ſupport the Land; 
That is, to Calm the Dang'rous Tide of Strife, 
That ebbs and flows as this receives new Life. 


Come hither, Satyr, and help me to Curſe 

The Man who once was loaded with a Purſe, 

Who R—g—t by his Minion T—s—2# bought, 
And there the Freehold Splitting MyſPry taught; 
Load him with the worſt Plagues of Humane Life, 
Old P—y Uleers, and the 8 ns Wife; 

Let him be never from her ue free, 

But D gn th' Entail on his Poſterity. 


How 
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Ho can a Nation think &er to be bleſt, 
When all their Riches are by W poſſeſt, 
Who wou'd perſwade the People to content, 
By making them believe that they are ſent, 
As the Poor Hermite ſaid, for Peaceful Ends ? 
A hopeful Project 1 likely to ſucceed 

As the Cat's preaching in Manaſtict Weed: 


Good Brother Mouſe, come forth, and let us chat; 
Pm now a Prieſt you'ſee, Tam no Cat; 
When Cats ſay Maſs, Mice pray againſt their Will; 


 Puſs. may look ſmug, her Heart is wicked ſtill. 


To thoſe who live by Moderation, 
Divide the People to Unite the Nation. 


| 


The Moral needs ſmall Application 


But theſe are Edomites, who wou'd Prophane 
All we poſſeſs as ſacred, for their Gain; 
And ſell our Birthrights for a Meſs of Broth 
Well ſpic'd and ſeaſon'd with a pious Oath ; 


X 2 Their 
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Their Throats are wide enough to ſwallow down 
A Pope, was he but larded with a Crown; 

But yet *tis ſtrange, their Conſciences are ſtrait, 
And fit to choak em, fed with plain Church ear. 


They're much offended at St. Andrew's Steeple, 
And ſay it is an Eye-ſore to tlie People ö 
While others think it looks like Babylon, 
And can't be call'd a Chriſtian Corner-ſtone ; 
For, if you wou'd believe them on their Word, 


They wou'd deſtroy't with Afoderation-Fire and 
Sword ; 


The Keeneſt Sword's the Weapon of the Spirit, 
And that they do religiouſly inherit. | 


Witneſs the Pious M—x Election, 
That ſhows it ſelf without ſo much Inſpection; 
It needs no Catalogue, a Thing in Faſhion, 
For that wont ſhew their Bonds of Reſignation ; 
How many Purchaſes were lately made, 


And whether now they are not reconvey'd ; 


How 


Who ne'er yet. ſaw. their Houſes, nor their Acres. 
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How many Freeholders of Milers, Bakers, 
Same Coachmen,,' Foot men, but many Quakers, F 


There's ſcarce a Sworꝗs· man for em did appear, 
And not one Gentleman of Note was there. I a 
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Theſe are the Men into the Snare are drawn, 
To Vote up Scotchcloath, and to cry down Lawn ; 
But were this all the Matter *twou'd be well, 
Their Deeds are Blacker, yet, Blacker than Hell; 
Let H— Witneſs, Votes were Bought and Sold, 
Ten Shillings bre, and Thirty Copy-hold. 
He that of little Parcels cou'd make more, 
Shou'd have paid down a Hundred for the Score, 
Barns and Thatch'd Houſes that on Freehold ſtood, 
Tho' let at Twenty, were ſwore Forty good. 
England may boaſt her num'rous Freeholds more, 


Than ever x cor'd claim of Yore, 


For now they're reckon'd to exceed their Poor. 


«a 


Their Liſt of F-— more Eminent appears 
lu their large Catalogue of Wappineers ; 


R 3 Nor 


Nor does White-Chapel fall the leaſt behind, 
They ſwore as heartily, and were as kind; 


Fathers for Sons, and Sons for Fathers ſwore; 
And what wou'd you have zealous W do more; 


Than D their Families to ſerve a Turn, 
And for a Rghreoms Cauſe Hang, Drown, or Burn ? 
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SEA RCI 


RELIGION 


"El me, you aglorions Shades, where I may trace 
Your gliding Footſteps; in what ſilent Place 
Your Separated Eſſences abides, 5 
Which Fate from prying Eyes ſo ſtrictly bides: : 

Pre ſearch'd the Univerſe, and travaiPd o er 
More than Greek Poets Fabl'd heretofore 
Long was I weary'd e'er I firſt did *ſpy 

The dreadful Manſions of Eternity, ; 

And view that ever-reſtleſs Central Fire 
Always in Chains, yet ſtruggling to Expire 3 


z 


TX 4 - That 


( 312.) 
That ſhuns Approaches with Majeſtick Hate, 
And keeps Eternal Solitude in State. 5 


From hence into th". Elyſian Fields I fly, 
With unſeen Wonders to acquaint my Eye; 
Perpetual Spring was here, freſh blpoming'Toath, 
Sweet flow'ry Joy, with never dying Truth; 
Soft gliding Streams which Zephir gently Fans, 
In which ſwam Multitudes of Silver Swans ; 
Myrtle and Bays were there, thick ſhady Bow'rs, 
Sweet Walls, namel'd with Ten Thouſand Flow'rs, 
Wherein lodg'd Nightingales,thoſe conſtant Gueſts, 


Whiſp'ring ſoft Murmurs from 244 wes a 
Breaſts. | 
The Voice of Winds were not here underſtood, 


Nor Froſt. to blaſt the tender Infant Bud, = 
But various Prof) peas, which had Charms t ite 
The Raviſh' d Senſes toa freſh Delight. : 


Diff'rent Apartments, variouſly dreſt, 
Diſtinguiſh'd the Retirements of the Bleſt: 
In ſome w ere Vetaries, whoſe wing'd Deſire 


Had been inflam'd with Pure Religiau ; 


In 
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In others Lovers were; thoſe few that knew 
The Myſtery of Love, and Loving True, 


Who now with . .crown'd, and Glorious 
Names, 


Burn with Serene and Uamoleſted Flames ; - | 
Others there were as Worthy to be prais' d, 

Who by their learned Works their Fame had raiv'd; 
And ſome who by Inyentions ne'er before 
Diſcover'd, had enrich'd the Publick Store : 3 . | 
Laſt came thoſe Ancient Sages, Nature's Prieſts. oo 
Who had unravell'd her thro? all her Milts,.... .... 
And with laborious Search and Thoughts profound 
Had digg d out Truths long bury'd under Ground. 
Here was the Sunian, and that knowing Greek, 
Whom Nature prompted Martyrdom to ſeek, 


Plato and Matchiavel had join'd in One 1 I OT 
Intereſt of State to each Religion: 


Nay, there were ſome whoſe Works, now uy of 
Sight, 


Appear'd e'er Zorbaſters s ſaw the Light : 20g 
Of theſe Lasked much, and 1darned mare en bn 
Myſterious Secrets than I knew before. 


* _ * 
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Here I-was taught the Series of Fate, 
With all its Secret Laws, and at what rate 
They are diſpens'd; by what ſtrange force of Love 
5-4 hl 18225 are to Things Above, : 


I ſaw that ev ry Thing included all, 
As larger Images are drawn i in ſmall. 
_ How many various Motions did agree 
To make one Syſtem of Bright Harmony; 
Vet all theſe Motions, crooked and tranſyerſe, 
Met in the Center of one Univerſe ; * 
The Souls Original I learn'd, and wß 
For this poor Manſion it exchang'd a Sy; | 
By what Allurements its firſt Glorious +. 
Camethus Berray'd into a Houſe of Clay 3 
Its different Degrees of Riſe and Fall, 
in this py I was 5 ravght them all. 


Such as, had mindful been from whence they 
| came, 8255 


And had improw'd their Spar into a Flame, 
Where after their departure we are Bleſt, 
Burying their Labours in Eternal Reſt. 
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Others who had been drown'd in Senſual Mire, 
Were purged here with Subterranean Fire ; X 
Some by vaſt Cataracts, and by Winds, 
Were cleans'd from the Diſeaſes of their Minds; 
But thoſe who had preſerv'd ſome Seeds of Zighe, | 


| Tho? much Eclipgd, yet not Extinguiſh'd quite; 


To ſeveral Stations of the World afſignd, 


Wander'd about, {ill ſeeking Reſt to find; 


Some hover'd in the Air, ſome in the Wind, 
And ſome to Mood and Waters were confin'd ; 
Always in Motion, ſtill in eager queſt 

Of their lang wiſn d- for and deſir'd Reſt. 


But ſuch as too much doated on this Life, : 
Faſt glew'd to Iarereſt, and this Scene of Serif, 
Or unawares out of this World were thruſt 
By ſudden Violence, or Laws unjuſt, _ 
Deceas'd, their Old Affections ſtill retain, 

And long to be Imbodied once again. 
Sometimes their Aſtral Images do dwell 
About their Dormitories, which forctell 


. . _ 
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| No 
Murthers, or over Treaſures brooding fits, : 

0 , 

Afﬀording — diſcourfive Mito. Ne 


But thoſe Diviner Wes * * the SY ; 18 Toi 
Of Heavenly Light to Heaven their Thoughts do Yet 


raiſe, 


And with the Wings of Faith bove Nature ſoar"! 
And never flag till they have gain'd the Shore, 
Freed from this Vale of Miſery and Tears, 
Are each diſtributed in ſeveral Spheres. 
But Light of Nature never hither led. 
For Fountains Tiſe not higher than their Head. 
When theſe Myſterious Truth I Rad learnt plain, 
1 re- aſcended to the Earth again, 
And now inſtructed, I began a Qneſft 
To find Religion out among the reſt ,: 
Which by the Fury of Diviſions born 
Away, was from our Clime untimely torn: 
The Diſſolution of her Parts by Hr, 
Suggeſted ſtrait that ſhe muſt needs expire; 
The Day too Sacred to the Suns Bright Ray, I 
The Heliotrope Tikey ſeem'd to point that way Þ Bu 


* - 3 ; 
KY, No 
* 


(317 ) 
No wat' ry Dropſie ever durſt eſſay 
To waſh thy Purer Eſſences away, 
Nor drowſy Lethargy durſt e er preſume | | 
To choak thy Spirits with its Earthly Fume 5; g 
Yet as thoſe ſearch, who look for things with Care, 


As well where they are not, as where they are, 
So leſt I raſhly ſnou'd in Error fall, 
I took all Places in, and Searched all. 


No Spirits unma$k'd I left, not thoſe that dell 
In Min'ral Caverns, or the darkeſt Cell. 
The Woods, the Hills, the Waters, and the Lawns, 
= Hy: Androgades, the Satyrs, and the Fawn, 
| The Dryads, Oreads, Hemadryades, 
| Nereids, and Water Nymphs, 1ask'd all theſe ; 
Iranſack'd ev'ry Herb, and ev'ry Flow'r ; 
That pays Allegiance to Fair Flora's Pow'r - 
] ſearch'd the Hollow Ecchoes Airy Cell, 
| But ſhe of this great Zoſs cou'd nothing tell. 


I asK'd the Winds which from each Quarter flow, 
But they reply'd i in Stghs, and auſmer'd, Noz 


No 
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No Region of the Air, ſo thick beſtrew'd 
With various Meteors, that I left unview'd: 
With Troops of Spirits was the Way beſet, 
Which wandring up and down 1 often met. 
Nay, to be ſatisfied in this Deſire, 
I ſearch'd the Zealots Element of Fre, 
Fancying if I pure Zeal cou'd once but ſee, 
| Tſhou'd not then deſpair of finding thee. 


When the Elements had circled round, 
And yet in all my Enquiries nothing found, 
Deſpairing of Succeſs, I thought to quit 

A Task ſo diſproportion'd to my Wit. 

How can my drooping Fancy ſoar ſo high, 
Or with this Load of Earth aſcend the Sky ? 
Raſh Icarue, that needs to Heav'n wou'd fly, 
For his Preſumption was adjudg'd to die. 


Dang'rous Exploits ſometimes great Thoughts 


excite, | 
And add freſh Wings unto the Appetite. 


| Obſtructions prove Incentives to Deſires, 
And rather kindle than extinguiſh. Fires, 


hts 
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So now with Zeal inflam'd I left the Miſts 
Of theſe dark Elements, Corruption's Liſts, 
And here I prov'd great Ariſtotle true, | 
The Higher Places are Diviner too; 

For now got paſt the Earth s Magnetick Sphere 5 
TL he Difficulty vaniſh'd with the Fear: | 

Methoughts I lighter and more airy grew, 

Still entertain'd with Objects freſh and new; 


My Thoughts were more Refin'd, and fill'd with 
John 
When they were freed from this dull Earth's Aloy; 


But like as Travellers when they come aſhore, 


Into ſtrange Countries they neꝰer ſaw before, 
Amazed ſtand to hear-a Speech unknown, 

People and Cuſtoms diff*rent from their own ; 

So now approaching near a Brighter Sphere, 

I was ſupriz'd with Wonder, and with Fear ; 

My Eyes grew dazled with ſtrange Rays of Light, 
And an unuſual Splendor dimn'd my Sight; 

For now a Region did it ſelf diſplay 


Of. whitiſn Luſtre, like the Milky Way; 


But 
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But that the Galaxy look d not ſo clear, 1 
And yet this had ſome Spots which did appear. For 
| n | Th 

This Radiant Place ſeem'd much leſs than our W Ih. 

Sphere, | 

Tho? it was far more Glorious ev'rywhere; Son 
For all Things are in groſſer Matter here, Thi 
There in Idea and pure Forms they were; The 
Here the rough outſide rudely courts the Senſe, The 
There's nothing but the Air and Quinteſſence; Oh 
With Eſſences the Air was all perfum'd, Ane 
Which ne'er evaporated, nor conſum'd ; 80 
Roſes and Feſſemine, the Violet, The 


With Oranges, all here conſpiring met ; 

But that which moſt amaz'd me, was to ſee 
The various, diff rent, ſtrange diſparity 

Of theſe Bright People, tho' in Glorious Dreſs, 
Yet all of them were Spotted more or leſs; 

And what gid chiefly Admiration gain, 

To ſee thoſe Spots both outward and within; 
Some on their Faces were, ſome on their Breaſt, 
Some on their Hearts and Livers were impreſt ; 


Some 


It 


ne 
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Some of theſe Spots were freſh, ſome half outworn, 
For Wounds at length to Cicatrices turn. 
Theſe are the Spots which we diſcern below, 
Thro' the 2deor's Body, which ſo great doth grow 
Sometimes, and ſo condens'd, they darken all 
This Region, which we then Eclipſes call. 
The Parts unſpotted, all tranſparent were, 


| The inward Motions viſible and clear. 


Oh! were Yitruvim here to have admir d 
And ſeen thoſe Windows he ſo much deſir'd, 
So Cryſtalline and Radiant in Exceſs, W 
They ſhone thro? all the Shadows of their Dreſs, 
And now aſcending, I deſeryd a Place 
Much Brighter than the firſt, but leſs in Space; 
The Air perfum'd was with a Richer Scent, 
Twas hard to ſay the People flew or went, 
8 Volatile they were, of ſuch an Airy Strain, 
| fear'd I never ſhouꝰd diſcern them plain. 
As Squirrels nimbly skip from Tree to Tree, 
Their very Motion ſeem'd Ubiquity. , 


* Yet 
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Yet with much looking, at the laſt I ſpy*'d 


Theſe had fome — tho? not ſo deeply — : 
Yet that which ak my Sight to nonplus ans; 4 

Were certain Figures, ſo exactly cut l 

In lucid Anber, with ſuch Curious Art, E 

*T was eaſy to diſcern each inward Part. 

Some were with Pearl, and ſome with Gold inlaid, 

And ſome with Precious Stones were much diſ- 86 

. play d: 

Some of theſe Statues, as they ſtood-arow, F 

I knew Fair Tyrant Goddeſſes below, * 

But amongſt all, one larger than the reſt 1 

Bred a confuſed Wonder in my Breaſt; V 

Had ſhe not been ſo tall, I ſhou'd have ſwore © Sl 

This was the ſame whoſe Loſs I here deplore. D 

Three Radiant Crowns upon her Head ſhe-wore 

And look'd more Freſh and Vouthful than bebe ; 

From this Fair Statue did this-Aforto riſe, | I. 

N always was the Golden Prize. ee Sc 

Ter Wange Bi 

As 1 ſtood gazing here with ET Eyes, M 


One ſmiPd, and ask d, What was 't * did ſur- Sc 
prize 1 
1 


1 


ur- 
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In that Eſfgies? Which no ſooner ſaid, 
But that he ſmiling anſwer'd, *twas a Maid; 


And this Fair Statue with ſo many Crowns, 


Whoſe Eyes dart Rays, and ev'ry Ray darts 
Wounds, 


Had ſhe not been a Virgin Chaſte and Pure, 

She'ad in your groſſer Climate tarniſh'd ſure; 
Who calls her leſs than Martyr wrongs her Name, 
Seeing ſhe did expire amidſt the Flame z 

Her Eſſence did not in the leaſt depend 

Upon the Wheels of Time, which once muſt end, 
They are Material Subſtances below, 

Which from Imperfect to Perfection grow, 

She ever Perfect, freed once from Earth's Light, 
Doth preſently aſſume her perfect Height. 


Well ſatisfied with this Diſcov'ry here, 
I mounted upwards to another Sphere; 
Scarce had I touch'd the Confines with my Eyes, 
But a ſtrange Joy within me did ariſe, 
My Thoughts grew Flow'ry all, and all Serene, 
So quickly was I alter'd with the Scene 3 


Y 2 Such 
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Such were my Thoughts e'er I acquainted grew 
With this falſe World, or its Deluſions knew. 


If it be true, to know our Genial Air, 
We ſhou'd obſerve where we beſt placed are, 
Our Souls moſt Airy, Clear and Livelieſt, 
Where our Affairs ſucceed and proſper beſt, 
From all theſe Obſervations I ſnou'd ſwear 
I never knew't before that I came here. 
So Aromatick ſmelt the Fragrant Air, 
And the whole Place ſo Beautiful and Fair, 
That all I look'd on, with admiring Eyes 
Before, now ſuddenly I did defpiſe 
So much tne other were exceeded here, 
As they exceeded our dull Earthly Sphere. 
So that as Sappho ſweetly ſtiles the Roſe 


The Darling Flow'r that coſts the Spring more 
Showres | 


In its Production, being Nature's Pride, 
Than all the Beauties of the Field beſide ; 
So Charming and Alluring was this Place, 


_. 


By Heaven's peculiar Influence and Grace, 


As 
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As if t' enrich this One, and make it bleſt, 
Nature had quite impov'riſn'd all the reſt. 


With ſweeteſt Flow'rs were ev'ry Way beſet, 
Which, as by Chance, in Perfect Order met, 
From whoſe Coincidence there did ariſe 

A Sweet Reflexion raviſhing the Eyes. 

The Flow'rs were ſet upon a Carpet Green, _ 
Never in Emerald was like Verdure ſeen, 

And all in Rows were placed Trees along, 


Which with ſweet Bloſſoms and with Fruits were 
hung, 


Amidſt whoſe ſhady Branches one might hear 
The Birds of Paradiſe ſing ſweet and clear, 
Which the ſhrill Eccho counterfeiting well, 

; Carries to thoſe which at far diſtance dwell. 


Cloſe at the Feet of theſe ran purling Streams, 


Whoſe Murmurs lull'd the Thoughts in pleaſing 
Dreams, 


And on the Banks were Arborets and Bow'rs 
Cloſe interwoven, and thick ſtrew'd with Flow'rs, 
In whoſe cool Shades the People of the Clime 


In yarious Pleaſures paſs'd away the Time ; 
3 Some 
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Some ſung while others play'd upon the Lute, 
Or danc'd, for nothing here was Coy or Mate, 
But freſh Diverſions ſtill they did invent, 
Enjoying free and undiſturb'd Content ; 
For all were Lovers here, but with ſuch Flames 
As were well Underſtood, but have no Names. 


What Extaſies ſhall we imagine here, 
Where Flames are all Seraphick, Bright, and Clear ? 
To Amorous Thoughts this Climate all did moye, 
That none came here but fell at once in Love; 


Nay, tho” they ne'er this'Paſſion knew before, 


Straight Charm'd, they felt it as they touch'd the 


Shore; 
Such is the Gods Delight, ſuch their Decree, 


That none, unleſs they love, can Happy be. 


This Region le 5 than ours, but of a Sphere, 
Larger than Mercury or Luna were, 

Differs but from the Sun as to degree 

Of Heat, for both in Subſtance do agree. 
Roſes and Violets thus, a8 Chymiſts tell, 

Differ in Colour only, and in Smell; 


Did 


SP 
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| Did not one Spot their other Beauties ſtain, 


They need not hence remove, but here remain; 
Which is the Cauſe, unleſs I've read amiſs, 
That Venus with a Mole ſtill pictur'd is. 


Mongſt many other Rareties, I ſaw 

Such Pictures as Apelles ne'er cou'd draw, 

Whoſe Portraictures did repreſent the Mein 

Of thoſe whoſe Searues I before had ſeen z 
Here the Fair Shadow with three Crowns was too, 
Which I ſo earneſtly had long'd to view : 
Deſervedly this Art of Limning here 
Takes Place of Statues in the other Sphere; 
Seeing ſo ingeniouſly it can ſupply, 
Matter by Shadows, and delude the Eye; 


Nay, more, the fartheſt Diſtance, Depth, and 
Height, 
Which a few Shadows ſo well counterfeit, 


And which the others Skill cannot reach near, 
Make Morning, Evening, Twilight, Night appear; 
The ſubt'leſt Paſſions too ſo well expreſs, 

That almoſt Speech it ſelf you'd here confeſs. 


Y 4 Here 
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Here I receiv'd more full Intelligence ; W 
Than I had done fince I firſt parted hence, Lo 
For I had learn'd, Religion for ſome ſpace Br 
Had made a Stay in this Delightful Place. Ar 

| | A 

This Picture while ſhe ſtaid was taken here, P 
And hence tranſmitted to the other Sphere, Tt 
By which the Amber Statue which I ſaw 80 

Was wronght by skilful Art's unerring Law, Tt 
Yet long ſhe ſtaid not here, but quit her Droſs, W 
And left us ſadly to bewail her Loſs. Ar 

Of 


Had I not been engag'd in this bright Queſt, 
Here I had fix'd my Standard, and ſet up my Reſt ; 

But now thus fortified I upwards flew, 

To ſee this Brighter Place I long'd to view; 

No ſooner I approach'd its lucid Sphere, 

But a ſtrange Harmony ſurpriz'd my Ear; 

This was the far-fam'd Muſick of the Spheres, 

Which Men talk of ſo much, but no one hears. 


And now a Flaming Region I cou'd ſee, T. 


More Glorious far than can imagin'd be, 
| 5 Which 
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Which as I nearer drew, aſcending higher, 
Look'd like an Univerſal World of Fire, 
Brighter than any Carbuncle it ſhone, 
And glitter'd more than Gold or Onyx Stone; 
A Hundred Sixty times it did appear 


And Six, larger than our Terreſtrial Sphere; 

| This World of Light a Paradice is nam d, 

So univerſally Renown'd and Fam'd, 

The ſettled Habitation of the Bleſt, 

Where free from Diſcontents in Peace they re it 
And with inceſſant Praiſes bleſs the Name 

Of the Creator of this Wondrous Frame. 


But that which moſt Miraculous was here, 
Th Inhabitants ſeem'd brighter than the Sphere 
So lucid and diaphanous they ſhone, 
Their inward Motions might be ſeen and known. 


Each Spirit, Nerve, Vein, Tendon, Muſcle, here 
Did to the Eye clear and diſtinct appear; 
All the Pulſations of the Secret Heart, 
The Site and Situation of each Part ; 


How 
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How from the Brain the ſubtile Spirits were 
Throꝰ Pipes tranſmitted, ſmall as any Hair, 
Toev'ry Part; and which we'd wondrous call, 
To ſee the Soul ſhining at once thro? all: 

All other Luſtres vaniſh'd in this Light, | 

T was ſo incredible a Glorious Sight; 

Each Part tranſparent was, and to be ſeen, 
And yet amongſt them all I ſaw no Spleen. 


Some Meaſur'd out the Minutes, ſome the Hours, 

Days, Weeks, and Years, which Time ſo ſwift 
devours; ; 

Others the Raiz compute, or weigh the Wind, 
Which to the ſeveral Climates were aſſign'd ; 
Hail, Froft, and Snow, which Winter in our Sphere; 
No Meteor was, but had its Standard here 
Better employ'd than Fove, as Lucian lies, 
That ſpent his Time in Painting Butterflies; 
But amongſt all, none ſeem'd ſo Bright to me 
As this Fair Virgin, which I came to ſe 
Never were ſeen ſuch lively ſparkling Eyes, 
Or Looks ſo freſh, they outſhone all the Skies ; 


Light- 


Vis 
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Lightnin g thro? ev*ry Part of this Bright Sphere, 
And dazling all Beholders that came near. 


Had not an Antidote preſerv'd my Sight, 
[ had been ſwallow'd up in this vaſt Light; 
My Thoughts with Extaſies and Raptures flam'd, 
Srraphick Joys, which cannot here be nam'd. 


| Scarce recollected, when as I eſſay'd | 
To ſpeak, ſhe only bow'd, but nothing ſaid ; 
Tis a Decree which Fate can ne'er reverſe 
That Purity cannot with Fleſh converſe. 
Whilſt thus my Eyes did on the Object dwell, 
An inward Violence did me impel 

To quit this Place; nothing can here endure, 


Unleſs it be Immaculate and Pure. 


With much unwillingneſs forc'd to retire, 
l often looking back, did ſtill admire, 
And as my parting Looks upon her fell, 
She ſmiling bow'd her Head, and ſaid, Farewel : 


So 
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So ſadly leaving this Illuſtrious Place, 
I ſoon deſcended with an eaſy Pace. 

"Tis hard to climb, but eaſy to deſcend ; 
All Bodies to their Center ſwiftly tend. 


Fain in the next Place wou'd I've made ſome ſtay; 
But Cruel Deſtiny forc'd me away ; 
Only the Pictures as! paſs'd them by 
And Statues I ſaluted with my Eye, 
And ſo deſcending, I was gotten ſoon 
To the laſt Confines of the wand'ring Moon. 
Upon this Precipice I made ſome ſtay, 
The Golden Chain of Plato to ſurvey ; 
Whoſe topmoſt Link was plac'd in Luna's Sphere, 
By which Effects to Cauſes coupled are, 
So Serpentine, and with AMæanders twin'd, 
It ſeem'd impoſſible the End to find. 


TE his from the Aon reach'd down ev'n to the Earth, 


Lending its Influence to ev'ry Birth. 
As I ſtood muſing here, methoughts our Sphere 
Did an Umbragious Gloomy Lump appear. 
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Have you not ſometimes ſtood upon a Hill, 
Which yet a Show'r hath not o'erta'n, but will, 
And thence into the Valley looking down, 
With much ado deſcry'd ſome little Town, | 
So clouded o'er with Blackneſs, Smoak, and Rain, 
As if it never wou'd look clear again? | 
Juſt ſuch a clouded Spot the Earth appear'd, 

That hence to look on it I was afear'd. 
Here with like Thoughts I ev*ry thing did ſcan, 
As ſometimes Charon did in Lucian. 


The People look'd like Bees, their Cities Hives, 
Where ev'ry one maligneth him that thrives ; 
Swarming they wentin Crouds that almoſt ſmother, 
Each bare a Sting wherewith to prick another ; 
Inquiſitive of News, or to get Pelf, 

But ne*er a one that look'd into himſelf; 
Yet all this while their Fate hangs by a Hair, 
Which Arropos ſtands ready by to ſhear. 


For 
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For ſince my Eyes were now anointed, I 
Grew clearer-ſighted, cou'd each Atom Spy; 
And now come nearer to my Eyes, the Face 
Of Things look'd diſcontented, like the Place. 
My Joys grew quickly damp'd, and in their ſtead 
Succeeded Grief, that always hangs its Head. 
As tho” in Faundice Things look ne'er ſo clear, 
Yet to the Sick all Tellom they appear; 

So now with Sadneſs tainted, to my Eye 
All things as Melancholly look as I; 
Each Thing below ſeem'd to bewail a Loſs, 
And to lie under ſome malignant Croſs; 
My Thoughts were ſo intently fix'd with Grief, 


They ſeem'd beyond Death's Wes of Time's 


Relief. 


Methoughts the Winds did onl y ſi As not blow, 


And from the Fountains Tears, uot Waters, flow. 
The Ecchoes to retired Deſarts fled, 


Andev'ry Flow'r with weeping hung its Head; 
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The Trees all blaſted, bare and wither'd, mourn 
As if with Lightning they had late been torn 5 
| The Rivers wept themſelves to little Brooks, 
And ev'ry thing put on their mournin 8 Looks; 
Sorrow's the only Comfort we in groſs, 
10 Religion's ſuch an Univerſal Loſs, 
The Sacred Mother weeps, tho? ſhe diſpenſe 
Nothing but healing Counſel, Life, and Senſe. 
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The Burning of the 


Ch — of End 
MEMORIAL: 


I Come; but come with trembling, leſt I prove 
The unequal Match of Semele and Fove. 


As ſhe was too obſcure, and he too bright, 

My Theme's too heavy, and my Muſe too light. 
And whilſt, like Aida, I preſume to ſit 

In wiſe Apollo's Chair, without his Wit, 

Is it not juſt t expect, that he who dares 
Mount above Midas, ſhou'd wear longer Ears. 
May I not fear Patroclus Fate, and feel 

The dangerous Honour of Achilles Steel, 

Juſt like that buſy Youth, whoſe daring Pride 
Found none but Titan, Titan's Coach to guide? 


2 Oh 
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Oh for a Feremy to ſing our Woe ! 
From whom ſuch Tragick Rhetorick might flow 
As wou'd become our ſinking Ch——, and dreſs 
Our Sorrows with a diſmal Gaudineſs. 
See hov'ring Judgments, which will ſurely fall 
On Albion's State, and cruſh the Heads of all 
Who ſang our Holy Ch — M——1. 
Over her Aſhes to lament her full 

Wou'd gorge and overcome the greateſt Soul. 
Tze trivial Off” rings of our blubbering Eyes 
Are but fair Libels at ſuch Obſequies. 
When Grief bleeds inward, not to Senſe, *tis deep; 


We've loſt ſo much, that *twere a Sin to weep. 
The wretched Bankrupt connts not up his Sums, 
When his inevitable Ruin comes. 
Our Loſs, if finite, when we can compute, 

But that ſtrikes Speechleſs, which is paſt Recruit. 
We're ſunk to Senſe, and on the Ruin gaze, 

As on a curled Comet”s fiery Blaze, 


And Earthquakes fright us, when the Teeming 
Earth | | 


Rends up her Bowels for a fatal Birth ; 
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As Inundations ſeize our trembling Eyes, 
Whoſe rouling Billows over Kingdoms riſe, 
Alas! Our Ruins are caſt up, and all 
is 


Our Dooms are ſign'd in a M 
The mangled Ch— on the ſad Pile is laid, 
And all her Beauties in the Flame diſplay'd, 
Hers now is Albion's Epidemick Tomb, 


Her Sacrifice, a numerous Hecatomb ;, 
November's Powder-Plot's outdone, and worſe, 
September now compleats the Nation's Curſe ; 
Our Liberties, Laws, and Religion, all 

Lie cruſh'd and moulding in this diſmall Fall. 


Such was the B y, ſuch the Com, 
That made the Church's Cauſe the Rabbles Sport, 
While all the Mob, as the old Jeps did cry 
For Tuſtice, which was nought but Cruciſy 
So that this martyr'd Book will henceforth be 
The Ch—— of E d's beſt Apology, 


Sure no fond Story in Romance did treat 


Of ſuch a wild Eutori an Judgment-Seat 4 
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At whoſe dire black Decrees we wondring ſtand, 


As ſome pale Ghoſt's dimn Taper and cold Hand, 


Did waft us thro? the Shades until we come 

To ſee ſome ſtrange fantaſtick fairy Doom, 
While ſlumb' ring we invoke the Morning's Light, 
Io chaſe the Legend Viſion from our Sight. 


High in this Dream, in this Tribunal Seat, 
S ſits with Hydra's at his Feet; 
One whom the Genuin Bar does ſeldom ſee, 


Whoſe nauſeous Tongue ſcarce boaſts a Seven 
Tears Fee; | 


"Whoſe Conſcience wears a Face for ev'ry Dreſs, 
Religion juſtifies Ungodlineſs. 


A ſordid Wh—g's a Tyger without Faith, 
Whole guilty Soul no Fence nor Safety hath: 
But tho” ſtung Conſcience preſs to be ſecure, 
And wou'd be wary when ſhe can't be ſure. 
Yet oft ſhe moſt encounters what ſhe flies, 

And all her Ruin in her Refuge lies; 

While Albion, naked to the weakeſt Eyes, 
Reſigns her ableſt Guard, the Whigs Diſguiſe 3 
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Whoſe Pow'r, like Men in Ambuſh, ſtill hath been 


Not from their Strength, but*cauſe their Strength's 
unſeen : 


Yet ſhall ſhe from her Murd'rers Uſe and Reign, 
Tho? burnt, from Phenix Cinders bud again. 


| They whoſe thick Vows, exalted Hearts and 
Eyes, | mw ; 
Mount in the Air to meet the moving Skies, 


Will now no longer forge their Hate and Spleen 
; Nor by Eluſions ſteer their Courſe again: 

Nor prize the Shame, rais'd from a former Sin, 
At the ſad rate of wading further in. 

But Haſte returns as vigorous as Miſtake, 


Which makes them hate the Dream the more they 
wake; 


Like a dry Comet mounted in the Air, 
Which on Mankind rains Plagues and mortal Care. 


They find this hot Impatience of their own 
Does by its Embers warm and light the Throne, 
Like him who rais'd his God's adored Head, 

To make his own Blaſpheme it in the ſtead. 
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Hence Moderation Chains and Shackles throws, 
As not what we agree, but they impoſe ; 


Gilding the piercing'ſtFlames with ſpecious Smoke, 
As if we did conſent to wear their Yoke, 

While they wou'd perſecute, yet cry ſave, 
Intomb the Nation in the Churches Grave. 

W here ſhall they build their Plea, who at once do 
Deſtroy the beft of Churches at a Blow ? 

Who ſupple Laws, and gage them to their Wills, 
Not to ſupport their Rights, but ſtrengthen Ills; 
Whence poorly conſcious of their tickliſh Sway, 
They ſweat to husband and improve the Day; 
Working to ſteer their baſe Deſigns about, 
Ler the next Seſſion ſtrikes their Title out: 

For who bids moſt buys Mercenary Throats, 
And reaps a plenteous Harveſt by their Votes. 
Then ſhare the Ch 
Not as their Orphan-wards, but happier Prey. 


to bear the Fleece away, 


Place and Preferment paſs their Market Curſe, 
Not to the worthieſt Men, but longeſt Purſe. 
Electors Vote, by a Politick Scale, | 

Make Patriots not their Choice, but their Entail: 


For ſake 


5 
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Forſake or hold their Stations with the Tyde 
Ruin, Or Ruined, as Factions guide. 


vet theſe Encroachments they repay with Spite, 
And cheat the Ch—— men of their Native Right. 


But ſhau'd this Sea, theſe Winds, conduct their 
Threats | 


To tl awful Palace where Great Neptune ſits ; 
Shou'd their ſwel'd Surges make his Trident groan, 
And daſh their foaming Billows *gainſt his Throne, 
Then might we all their wild Diſtractions ſee, 

Nor Phrenſy leſs than Helliſh Anarchy; 

But like that fatal inauſpicious Day, 

When all the leſs and larger Birds-of Prey 
Conſpir'd to force the Eagle from her Throne, 
Becauſe her Eyes were clearer than their own. 

The injur'd Eagle pent in this Diſtreſs, 

When Reaſon nothing cou'd, and Force cou'd leſs, 
Arms all her active Plumes with ſwifteſt Spring, 
Darts thro? their Ranks, and ſaves herſelf byWing: 
But Eagles they are well when freed from Rape, 


And need no Satisfaction but th' Eſcape. 
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Review the Sun, with undiſhonour'd Eye, 
And build again their Towering Neſts as high. 


But the afflicted Quill, whoſe Penance lies 
Amidſt the Flames, muſt Story's Martyr riſe. 
What hardy Plume dares regiſter her Cares, 
When Sov'raignity protects not her Affairs, 
But lets her at the Bar of Faction ſtand 
For ſome raſh Korab's foul unhallow'd Hand, 


' * Who burns her Virgin Truths, and raiſes Smoke, 


Not to appeaſe the Deity, but choke 3 

While the revolted Cafſocks plume their Darts 
With crooked Sophiſtry's perverted Arts, 

To reaſon down Ch Faith with ſtudied Pow'r, 
And drown Old Truth in a Confederate Show'r. 


To heighten theſe , when ſome whoſe nobler 
Name 


In her declining Banners arms their Fame; 
Whom yet ignoble Envy bent awry, 

Or faint Devotion cool'd t Indifferency ; 
Conſpir'd the Ch—'s Ruin, while her Weights 


TookBalance from theirCauſe,not from theirHeats. 


She 
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She pois'd their Calumny by ponderous Good, 
Her ſole, and yet unconquer'd, Reaſons ſtood 
When warmer Onſets, like the ſearching Plows, 


Tills deeper Scars on Nature's yielding Brows; 


Where what is ſown a Croſs ſprings up a Sheaf, 
To Harveſt Virtue thro' the Furrow Grief. 
Her Glorious own Record gives this Preſage, 
Which next to hallow'd Writ and ſacred Page 
Shall buſy pious Wonders, and abide 
To Chriſtian Pilgrimage, a ſecond Guide; 
Which ſhall then reconcile th* eternal Hate, 
*Twixt ſimple Piety, and a divided Sate; 
Shall fix a ſtable Ch, whoſe ſecure Chance, 
Shall ſteady ſit, or by her Fall, advance. 

ls not old Bell-Dame Nature truly ſaid 
T' advance her Heels, and ſtand upon her Head? 


Does not the I—ge, and Law too, for a Need, 
The Styrrup hold, while Faction mounts the Steed? 
Is not Religion, Providence beſides, 

US'd as a Lacquey while the Devil rides? 
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ure all things thus into Confuſion hurl'd, 


Make, tho' an Univerſe, yet not a World. 


Hence we've a Ch— that's not our Choice, but 
Fate, 


Since it is rul'd by Intereſt of State. 


How to their Haven ſhall Ch Pilots ſteer, 


*Twixt the Wh=—g Stateſman, and the p 


Plac'd in the Confines of two Shipwracks ; Thus 
The Greeks are ſeated 'twixt the Turks and us; 
Whom did Byzantium free, Rome wou'd condemn; 
And freed from Rome, they are enſlav'd by them; 
So plac'd betwixt a Precipice and Wolf, ” 
There Pop'ry ſtands, here the Geneva Gulf; 

What with the riſing, and the ſetting Sur, 

By thoſe we're hated, and by theſe undone. 


And what can we expect, our Lot being gone, 
But that a Hell from Heaven ſhou'd tumble down 
On this our finful Sodom, unleſs we 
Are damn'd, yet worſe, to an Impunity ; 

How does our Delos, which ſo lately lay 


Unmov'd, lie floating in a troubled Sea 
And 


but 


15 
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And can we hope to Anchor, who diſcern 
Nought but wild Tempeſts ruling at the Stern, 
Whilſt Pluto's Rival, with his Saints by's ſide, 
Drawn by the Spirit of Avarice and Pride ; 


Being fairly ſeated in the Chair of Scorn, 


Sits Brewing Tears for Infants, yet unborn ? 
Vaſt Stocks of Mis'ry, which his Guardian Rage, 
Does husband for them, till they come at Age. 


When future Times ſhall look what Plagues befel 
Egypt, and us, by way of Parallel, 
They'll find at once preſented to their View, 
The Frogs and Lice, we our D=—ſſ—nt—rs too; 
Only this ſignal Difference will be known, 
Twixt thoſe e/£gyptian Judgments, and our own: 
Thoſe were God's Armies; but th' Effect doth tell, 
That theſe our Vermin are the Hoſt of Hell. 


Pauſanias and Heroſtratus will look 
Like Pigmy Swimmers writ in Time's Black Book. 
The Spaniſh Fleet, and Powder-Plot, will lack 
Their uſual Mentions in our Almanack : 
| Nay, 
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Nay, which is more, Alaricus his Name The G 
Will ſcarce be read amidſt the Works of Fame, > with! 
When this ſhall be remember'd to our Shame. por if 
| The J. 

But what] can Iſrael find no other way nd 


To their wiſh'd Land, than thro' this dang'rous Sex? By ho! 
Muſt God have his dreading Fire and Cloud, 
And be the Guide to this outragious Croud ? 
Shall the black Conclave counterfeit his Hand, 
And ſuperſcribe their Guilt by a Command ? 
Doth th' ugly Fiend ufurp a Saint-like Grace, 
And Holy Water waſh the Devit's Face? 

Shall Dagon's Temple the mock'd Ark encloſe ? 
Can Eſauꝰs Hands agree with Jacob's Voice 2 
Muſt Moloch's Fire now on the Altar burn, 
And Abels Blood to Expiation turn? 

Is Righteouſneſs ſolewd a Bawd ? And can 

The Bible's Lover ſerve the Alcoran ? 

Thus when Hell's meant, Religion's bid to ſhine, 
As Faux's Lanthorn lights him to his Mine: / 
Tho' the ſoft Hours a while in Pleaſures fly, 

And conq'ring Faction ſings her Lull- a- bye. 


The 
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The Guilt at length in Fury ſhe'll enroll 


| With barbed Arrows on the Factious Soul. 
J vor if juſt Providence reprieve the Fate, 
The Judgment will be deeper, though *t be late: 
And After-times ſhall feel the Curſe enhanc'd, 
ea? N By how much they've the Tyrant Sin advanc'd. 


Mean time (Bleſt Aſhes!) each Religious Eye 
hall pay their Tribute to thy Memory; 
hy Aromatick Name ſhall feaſt our Senſe, 
Bove balmy Spikenard's fragrant Redolence. 
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S larger Orbs plac'd in a higher Sphere, 


City Beauties, &c. 
A By their vaſt diſtance don't ſo bright 
appear, 


Lights of leſs Magnitude look larger near. 
The Rays that ſhoot from Beauties piercing Sun, 


Thro' ev'ry Climate with equal Vigour run: 
Men, like Idolators, its Riſing do adore, 

And own themſelves the Creatures of its Pow'r. 
So Adam, when fair Eden was his own, 

Paid his firſt Off”ring to the Female Throne; 
And thus entaild upon his Future Race, 

The ſame Devotion to a Beauteous Face. 

So all Mankind, who boaſt of Liberty, 

Are but the Slaves of ev'ry Charming She. 


Since 
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Since Beauty then's the Sun we call Divine, 
And cannot live but when ſhe's pleas'd to ſhine ; 
How can our Opricks ſo much Luſtre bear, 

Of many ſhining in one Hemiſphere ? 
The Sun himſelf, one Orb alone controuls, 


But Beauty thro? a thouſand Orbits rouls, 
And ſcorns to be confin'd to either Pole. 


Aid then my willing Muſe, ye Sacred Nine, 
Leſt ſhe debaſe the Image made Divine; 
And by her Artleſs Lays prophane the Name 
Of Beauty; Dear to Poetry and Fame. 
Whoſe ſounding Changes eccho'd forth her Praiſe, 


When Nympbs crown'd all the Happy Swains with 
Bays ; = | 
And Shepherds then, that worſhip'd on the Plain, 


Were deſtin'd afterwards, as Gods, to Reign. 
Pan thus was rais'd whom Shepherds do adore, 
Becauſe he worſhip'd Beauty there before, 
As Hellen was to Paris giv'n the Prize, 

For owning but the Power of Venu's Eyes; 


So juſt is Beauty to her Votaries. 


Byt 
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But if we aue make, not Goddeſſes create, 
We muſt take care of Niobe's ſad Pate 
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A I Eyes ſuch Magie round wi » 
What "_ may in curling Treſles flow } 


Such ſoft Enchar chan mentis ſpread in ev'ry Hair, 
Like minding: Shades, we loſe our Senſes there, : 


31 EF $4 1547 » 
Tf 112 5 2 Pa | 


Till on the Wg. Cheeks we : caſt our Eye, 5 i 


3790 545! * 


And bluſh our ſelves to ſce the Crimſon dye, 


„ 7 
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116 '$, 310 ni 211 22,15mTrobus 
Thet Nature has 8 on them thrown, 
2008 111 21910 TMN. 2120) 
Freſh as the Roſe] juſt at the Suoriſe blown . 
22 YI V9 eMISUftal ; WIS OT 15: 
Fair as the Dawning Day the Skin is spread, 
« 1 DIIS ILLY * ; 
And beautifies the vey with Streaks of Red, 
Wee v1 


Like Fvory nils Tecth in order grow, 10 
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| Proceeding from the Coral Gums below ; ; 


Cover'd with Lips, whoſe Luſtre does outſhing : 
The Raby, or the Beaptiful Carmine. | T 

And that Variety might be expreſt; 

No Swar's ſo white a Neck, or ſoft a Breaſt 

A Woman, that is excellently Fair, 

For Nature triumphs in her Bounty here; 


Az Which 
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Which ſhe heſtows not only for ta pleaſe,... +, ,,_ 
But as a king Repoſe to give Man eaſe; |, 
On that Indulgent Pillow once laid down, 
Monarchs forget the Glories bf cw, e2%7 A 

And Heroes all their Dangers undergohe. 2. 81955 
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The Stateſman of this Seat of Joy poſter, 3%. 12% 
at longer thinks what may the State moleſt, ? 
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But reckoneth himſelf ſecurely ble. 
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If ſuch Endearments lie i in one ſoft Part, | 
7 260 9TU38- 380 I 


What wond'rous. s Magick centers in the Heart s 
£33 28. g 604 2 428 19177 
Diffuſing round its Iuflvence ev ry where, 


#1 . 2 21 
In Looks, in Wards, in c rr, and in Air, 


AI p03 ie97! 1d bs 
In Shape, in Mein, in ev 'ry Gree Turn, RE 


28 Ji N 


3\ 
The Fire is kindled, and the e Paſſons burn. 47 


How does the Hand move ey Ty Vital Part, 


Aud fteal in gently to the Lover s Heart! gas 


ZA 56 
With equal Force, Ungvarded 2 Man furprize, © 


And make as ſure a Conqueſt as the Hes, = 
Whoſe pointed Darts no Mortal yet withſtood, 


They wound at diſtance, and infect the Blood, 


e 


7 
— 


_ | 


(355) 
There circulate without the leaſt controul, 
Till the dire Poyſon: reach the very Soul. 


. — Eyes the Power of Beauty ſhow, 
And ſpread their Influence round em as they 805 
Quick kindling Flames in both of them appear, 
\Outſhining the rich Brillauts that they wear; 

Yet Soft and Languiſhing theſe Charmers look, 
Asif they had theſe Airs from Britain took: 
A Soibſo Fertile, with Fair Beauties ſown, 
We're apt to think of none but of our own: 
But here two noble, bright Examples ſhine, 
And ſhew th” Extenſiveneſs of wet s Line, 
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But 170 if Beauty grows in e Soils, 
Albion's an Empire where it ſmiles. 
White as her Chatky Cliffs her Natives are, 
Or as the Firſt-born Light, divinely Fair, 
As Ward's Complexion, or as Daſtpood's Hair. 
As both their Eyes Cerulean Lights diſpenſe, 
And Charm with unaſſected Innocence. | 
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But ſee the Goddeſs of our Vows e : N 


Which ſuch a ſolemn Garb of Virtue wears, 


We warm with Love, and chill again with Fears. 
El—k, Auguſta cries | El—F's the Name, 
Her Face, her Shape, her Air, her Soul's the ſame; 
All Beautiful, and exquiſitely Bright, 

No Spot or Stain diſturbs the curious Sight, 

But when we gaze, ſtill 'tis with freſh Delight ; 
And when ſhe ſpeaks, the Muſick of her Tongue, 
Pleaſes beyoad the Force of 7 ofts's Song; 

Each Motion too has ſome peculiar Grace, 

That takes beyond another's fairer Face: 

Her Step, her eaſy Gate, her active Feet, | 
Tie down our Eyes, the nimble Charm to meet. 


- *Tispity 1 — , thou art now no more 
The Idol which the City muſt adore ; 


Thoſe Charms which ſent their killing Beam: Burn 
abroad, 


And call'd from Court each Touthful Am'rom Lord, 
Are buried now in thy late Nuptial Bed, 
Where all thy Virgin Innocence is laid; 


That 
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That was the Sweet that call'd the Buyer in, 
The Purchaſe now is greater by the Sin : 


Howe'er thy Looks, engaging Dreſs, and Air Ts 
Will give the Lover's Hope, you no Deſpair. 


While rigid Virtue reigns in Ra — 4's Eyes, 
Her Breaſt is tender, and her Conduct Wiſe; 
Soft languiſhing her Looks, her Soul ſincere, 
Yet no Ill-natur'd Smiles are regent there; 
But gentle Goodneſs makes her Aſpe@ kind, 
And Beauty wantons in her Face and Mind. 


J puts on a true XMajeſtick Face; 
Yet with ſuch tenderneſs are drawn the Lines, 
In every Feature ſome Good-nature ſhines, 
Her killing Eyes ſhoot out ſuch fetter'd Darts, 
They wound ſo gently, that they melt all Hearts. 
The Flame that kindles in her Peaceful Breaſt, 
Burns others up, but only warms herſelf to Reſt. 


F——, Auguſta's ſprightly V. 0 ſce, 
She only wants the little Deity, 
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To ſhow ſhe's Goddeſs of the charming Race, 
Since Youth and Beauty Revel in her Face , 


Native Simplicity her Virtut o urs, 


And winning Charms are pregnant . Frowns. 


See B—'s Complexions, and that pleaſing Bloom 


That from the Sweets of Innocence does come; . 


Eaſy, Genteel, from the Reſerv'd, bred free, 
The wond'rous Charm of Modeſt Liberty,” 

A thouſand diffrent ways theſe Beauties move, 
To all Degrees of Virtue and of Love. 


Vernon's agreeable i in ev ry turn, 
Her eaſy Air tis makes the Lovers burn; ; 
So unaffected ev ry thing appears, 5 
No Dreſs but is genteel that V, ernon \ wears; 5 
And if ſhe let her Eyes extend their Pow” r, 
The Swain i is wretched that her Charms adore. 


But hold, 
Leſt $ 


take care my Muſe, 
's matchleſs Beauty thou abuſe ; 


And 
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And oo too fiſh a Hand che . 


So „ 


We know not which excels, her Shape, or Air. 
Her careleſs Mein, her ſoft engaging Look, 
Which yet for Infant Bembo's might be took: 

So tender ſhe i is touch'd i in ev'ry Part, | 

None cou'd refuſe. an offering to her Heart. 


Thompſon” 8 Good · nature has a winnlug Grace, 


That equally affects us as her Face; : 
Which with a Shape ſo eaſy, Artleſs join'd, 
Shows us the equal Freedom of her Mind; 
So from a well-appointed Dreſs is ſeen 
The Senſe of F; ;fty, Air of Seventeen. 


C—ff—d's are like the Fatal Siſters three, 
In Number equal, not in Quality, 
Theſe are our Wiſhes, thoſe our Deſtiny. 
The firſt we juſtly. may admire for Senſe, 
In Humankind the chiefeſt Excellence. Th 
Next that, Proportion is the kindling Fire, 
And Shave the Loadſtone that attracts Deſire 3 
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* coldeſt Lovers to their Arms. 


(36 
All theſe at laſt center d in Youthful Charms; b 


A. * Pe 


© Din? 8 agreeable eigaging way | . 75 
Inclines my Moſe t to make a ſtriet Survey, 
Obſerve the taking Beauties that ariſe, 


Both from her unaffeaed Mein and Eyes . ; 
And when ſhe's — to Dance, her Motion” 8 ſich, | 


We never think ſhe can perform too much: 
So graceful tis the moves, and yet fo free, 
Her Eaſe ſl expreſſes in her Liber. 


if Youth, and all the Charms that from it ris, 


Have Pow'r to fix a wanton Lover's Eyes, 


| Buckle has that, and ev'ry pleaſing Grace 


That Beauty gives us in a Shape or Face. 
Her moving Eyes digect us to admire, 
But tis her Bluſhes ſets our Hearts on Fire. 


See now how Art and Nature both : are kind, 
In two bright Siſters intimately join'd : 
The Lawrences their fragrant Charms diſpence, 


While all Mankind confeſs their Influence; 
Darts 


Dart 
And 
Such 
Shin 
Are 
And 


The 
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parts from their piercing Eyes like Light ning fly, 


And ſcatter wild Contagion through the Sky. 
Such lovely Features, and ſuch charming Hair, 
Shining and black, as Raven s Feathers are, 
Are Foils invincible that Nature does prepare; 
And by unerring Methods to us ſhows, 

The choiceſt Beauties in her Garden grows. 


So Child appears the Lovelieſt of her kind, 
T' whom Nature has ſo large a Portion join'd, 
A beauteous Body, and a Godlike Mind. 

Fair as the Heavens is her Complexion ſeen, 
Artleſs her Dreſs, unſtudied is her Mein ; 
Free from a formal and conſulted Air, 

The natural and the eaſy are her Care. 


Bright Houblon moves with irfiſ8tics Air, 
Her Form's engaging, as her Face is fair 3 
No Charm ſhe wants but that of pirying Love, 
Beauty does now its Pow'r too forward prove, 


Unleſs the Nymph ſhe to Compaſſion move. 
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The ſoftneſs which in Gore's fair Eyes we ſee, FEA 
| Admits of nought bur tender _ 50 
No other Inclintion can we find, 
But gentle Nur ure, innocently kind. Tl 
harm which Seraphick Pleaſure muſt improve, 
And wou'd invite an Angel to her Love, 


What Mortal can behold the pleaſing _ 
In 7, and not own the lovely Fair? 
Where ſuch bright charms are in her Face Aiſplay'd 
She, tho* a Wife, triumphs as if a Maid: 
Who views her well, the Object muſt admire, | 
Her beauteons Hand alone procures Deſire, 


And ev'ry Feature in her carries Fire. 


80 Ms gives the ad miring World delight, } 
Her lovely Fort Sdike Angels gay and bright, 
Strikes us with Wonder at th approaching Sight: ( 
So quick ſhe moves with a becoming Pace, 

We ſcarce can judge the moſt excelling Grace, 


Her eaſy Manner, or her beauteous Face. 


—— 


( 363) 
B—— has ſparkling Eyes, whoſe Magick Pow'r, 
A thouſand Worſhipers each Day adore; 
The Sun himſelf, each Morn, at his Upriſe, 
Receives not half the grateful Sacrifice. 
The Lovers here ſuch Idolizers are, 


They weep to find a Deity ſo fair 


And yet ſo cruel to refuſe their Prayer. 
When all they move for by their fond Addreſs, 


Is hers, as well as their own Happineſs. 


Whate'er's Engaging, Charming, Young, Or Fair, 
Are in the tender Features writ of Eyre ; 
Her Eyes ſuch Influence have o'er ev'ry Heart, 
Each Glance ſhe caſts at Mankind is a Dart; 
Each Lock's a Charm, and ev'ry Smile's a Grace, 


That wantons in the Beauties of her blooming Face. 
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I Sing not of | Bellond's Praiſe or War, 3 
But a new conſtellated Northern star; "wg 5 - _ 
Who from old Gorhick Blood derives his own, | ; 1 
As Great and Ancient as of Saturns Son. | 1 
For tho from Fove Poetick Heroes drex 55 4 
Their God-like Lineage, and their Virtues too: 4 

We 


( 366) 


We boaſt Great Charles, a Race much more Divine, 


From Goth, and Vandals, and Guſt aum Line. 


Riſe then, my Muſe, in lofty numbers ſing, 
As bold as Charles, as daring as the King! 
Let Nations wonder at thy ſoaring Flights, 
As they're aſtoniſh'd when the Hero fights 8 
When num'rous Armies from his Preſence run, 
As Ns are > ſcatter d at the riſing Sul. 
Look Her Sileſon ST pſp Lands, i ind d. 
The glorious Wo appy Liberty! © © 


Behold Religion ręaxing uꝑ its Head, 
That el diſappear'd as if ſnhe ad fled, 


Or was entomb d among the ſlent Deed N 
Lock now upon thoſe Venerable piles, 
Where ev'ry Pillar Väth its Freedom ſmiles, 
80 lately loaded with Mock. Gods of Stone, 
By Men, who own themſelyes there i is but One. 
The ſtupid Marble bluſhes at the Prieſt, RS 88 
And is aſha m'd of the Religious Jeſt; 


8 50 


Rejoices now. to find elf f ſet free, : 
And triumphs in in its Native Ely. 


Su! 


1 

e the joyful Hearts of thoſe... 
Who love Devotion, but falſe, Gods oppoſe: 
See how their kind Peliverer they-bleG, ,. 
How they theix,Thankfulneſs.to Heavinexpreſs, > 
And heap on CH less verdant Heads Sueceſs N 
Their Ie Pœans reach the very Skies, 2 
And Conqueſt ſxvifter than their Wiſhes flies. 
Alciaes, Son x hꝭ Haſperiam Gardens fred. 

nd worthy it was of Hercules, the gohle-Doed. . 

S good: «Ange did his Strevpth imply... ..;... . 
lo fave his Father midſt the Flames of, "RY: . 
And gain'd, by this,-a-Namerfor Piet 3 
Aged Anchiſasſble ſs d his pious Son. 
From wheneca Rare of Heroes after ſprung: 
The Ceſars fillid the Mord with Fame and Blood, 
But none, like Charles, with Univerſal Good. 
For Fame ?tias Faſobfetci?d the Golden . 
And wiſe Uhſſes firſt eugag' d es 
Left his Iod bau, to ſeek Renownin j, 
And prove bis Conduct before Ness Town. | 
Laertes ſaw his brave aſpiring Son 


With Eyes of ride, as what himſelf had . | 
S 34 
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(368) 
Bleſs'd the bold Soldier, when in open _ 
He did contend for Great Achilles Shield; 
When fore the Princes he with Aar ſtrove, 
And gain'd his Armour, and the People's Love. 
Theſe were great Feats of Arms in elder * 
E're Alexander, Scipio, Ceſar Was:: 
But what were thoſe to dale of late 
By Charles the Wiſe, the Virtnous; and the mo 
What were th' Olympick Games but Boyiſh Plays 
To gain the People's Voice, (an empty Praife!) 
To wear the Laurel, Ivy, or the Bay? ©) 
What were all theſe; but Pageantry and Shows, 
Trifles, to what our Gothic Here Uves'y © 
Who Nations frees, and Liberty TY” 10111 
And whom r in Diſtreſs — 
1 F „ine ik non 31 
Here our Viearibus Goth de vontly ſigbts, 
To reſcue Nations, and reſtort their Rights. 
Conſtant in Courage, he ſuſtains the War, 
Nor doubts th Event from ſych a pious Care r, 
Crowns are his Aim, for God-like tis to giye 
Where Merit claims, and not the Prize receire, 
| This 
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Thi 
She 


But 


4 _— 
This i 18 true Glory, ſuch as ancient Rome 45 
Show'd to the People that ſhe overcome : 


of 


She did not do't t ufurp her Neighbour 8 Crown, 


But gave ber Laws much better than her own, 


—_ 


$0 pious charles with equal Glory fir'd, 


* but to equal Juſtice has 22 d. 


_—_ 


'Theſegir th Schemes, ad theſe the glorious 
Ends, : 


For which our Hero generouſly contends; 
Witneſs Silefla, where his Banners ſhine 
With Chriſtian Triumphs; Goodneſs all divine, 


So when among the fiercer Savage Kind, 


| One Lyon *bove the.reſt to Love inclin nd; 


Compaſſion dwelling i in his noble Breaſt, 
Diſtinguiſhes himſelf among the reſt, 
He claims a Reverence from ev'ry Beaſt. 


The brutal Herd ſtand wond'ring, and appear 


At once ſu rpriz'd with awful Love and Fear; 
His Goodneſs tender'd to his captive Prey, 


Forces ew n ray Feen, 18 19205 7 


. 


| 
| 
| 
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„ 
And all the reſt, by ſuch 8 won, 
The gen'rous Lyon for their Monarch own. 


Thus Charles is juſtly. by Mankind rever'd, 


- Lov'd by the Good, and by the Vicious fear'd. 


Tyrants that reign by arbitrary Sway, | 

To Juſtice he compels, aud to obey. 

Subjects that yield their princes due reſpect, 
He does from all their Violence protect 5. 
Not to enſlave them more, but ſet them free, 
And bleſs the World with Godlike Liberty. 
He quells the pride of Kings that are unjuſt, 
And rule their Subjects with the Reins of Luſt, 


Who force their Conſciences for ſov? reign Pow'r. 


And proſtitute the God they do adore. 

For this it was Auguſt loſt his Crown, 

By ſcrving Gods to him before unknown. 

So [car fell; not that he ſoar'd too high, 

But his Preſumption on the Deity. 

Heav'n thus, to puniſh daring Mortals, ſhows 
It always will aſpiripg Men oppoſe, 

W hom neither-Honour, or yet Oaths can bind, 


But whoſe Religion veers with ev'ry Wind. 


„ | Theſe 


18 


(377) 
Theſe are the adverſe Marks of knowing Fate, 
That migiſters alike to ey'ry State, 
Nor ſpares the Mean, or flatters more the Great · 
Al bear the Stroke, as they are all decreed, 
The Poor to beg or ſtarve, the King to bleed. 
And thoſe who execute theſe mighty Ends, 
Are ſuch as Heav'n by wiſe Appointment ſends. 


8 thus we may from all his Actions fre, 
Is ſent for Glory, Peace, and Liberty ; 
Theſe are the Ends for which he ſeems deſign'd, 
And are the greateſt, and the beſt of Humankind, 
Pride and Ambition are both deadly Things, 
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That ruin Stateſmen, and that flatter Kings; : J 
While with th' Exceſs of either over ; run, | 
Fo OA? | 
Others th' undo, or are themſelves undone z | 


Till with the fubtle Poyſon overcome, 
They rarely ſcape at laſt ſome fatal Doom, 


But whoſoe ex has trod the middle Way; . | | 
Made Foly and inſulting Vice obey ; : 93 | ] 
Is only fit for univerſal Sway. 
Bb 2 Realms 


( 372 ) 


Realms may to him their awful Sceptres yield, 
And Armies own his Influnce in the Field. 

Who then that mighty Hero is, we find 

By what's impreſs'd on Charles's gen'rous Mind, 
And what his greater Virtues daily ſhew, 
What Charles has done, what Wonders he can do. 


| He's quel'd the Hydra of deſpotick Pow'r, 
Legions of petty Gods that Rome adore, | 

Whoſe Pride and Avarice have overcome 

The freeborn Liberties of Chriſtendom. 

Princes ſhe has enſlav'd, and Monarchs rule, 

Only to be the Holy Father's Tool ; 

Whilſt to his Laws their Subjects muſt ſubmit, 

And they can only rule as he thinks fit, | 


The noble Goth with this divinely fir'd, 
And with a holy Zeal and Rage inſpir d, 
Marches his bold Brigades at once, to free 
The Poles from baſe uſurping Tyranny, 
And brave Sileſians from falſe Popery; 
From all the heavy Burthens that they bore, 


And ſaucy Inſults of the Scarlet Whore. 
9 | Saint 
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Saint Loyola impos'd his own tyrannick Laws, 
By which he govern'd ev'ry private Cauſe, 
And made Sileſian Freemen worſt of Slaves, 
That were comper'd to dig their very Graves 
Till unexpected Charles diſpel'd their Fear, 
And a new Sun with Wonder did appear. | 
Like Lightning quick, that melts the ſolid Gold, 
Their Joys break out, or e'er the Story's told! 
As was the Pleaſure, ſo was the Surprize; ' 
They ſaw, but durſt not credit their own Eyes. 
Cimmerian Darkneſs had perplex'd their Sight; 
They only hop'd this Bleſſing was the Light: 
The glorious Morn that they at laſt ſhould ſee 
Replete with happy Peace and Liberty be 12 
In the bright Realms of vaſt Eternity. | 
Like Men, who in the midſt of Dreaming wake, 

And can't be ſatisfy'd of the Miſtake ; 
But ſtill believe that what they ſaw was true 


Their Eyes were open, and their Senſes too. 
So theſe, tho? waking, thought all this a Drean:3 
That Nothing was, as it appear d to them; 


TRE. 
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Till they at laſt,” with Satisfaction, found 
The story true, the Place no Fairy Ground, | 
But all was real and ſubſtantial Bliſs ; 
Nothing appear'd, but Liberty and peace: | 
Tho? num'rous Legions overſpread the Land, 
They came for Safety, and not to command: 
Their Godlike Leader, of Divineſt Race, 
Bleſs'd with Religion, and with ev'ry Grace, 
Has taught all Nations what from his they ſees 
The Conſequence of Martial Piety. 
When Soldiers are inſtructed in their Youth, _ 
To tread the Paths of Virtue and of Truth; 
Know no Ambition, but what's truly brave, 
No Bed of Honour; but the Heto's Grave 
No Cowardice, but Conduct, when to fly 
Befote a brave and ſtronger Enemy. 

This Practice tis the gen'rous Swedes pur ſue; 
They fight for Glory, and Religion too: 
Vertue's the noble End they have in View, 


Examples eaſieſt ſpread, ſent from the Throne, 
And here they have the brighteſt of their own z 
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A Hero matchleſs in the Field of War 

For Martial Conduct, Diſcipline, and Care: 
No Dangers interrupts his great Deſigns ; 
No ſecret Plots his Projects countermines : 
Juſtice and Glory fire his Godlike Soul, 
And Mercy does o'er ev'ry Act controul. 
\ Religion thus inſpires the Chriſtian Chief, 
And thus he fights, becauſe tis his Belief. 
Greater Conceptions fill his noble Mind, 
That are all good, compaſſionate, and kind. 
Worthy himſelf, and worthy all his Fame, 
His mighty Actions, and his glorious Name. 


Now,' Muſe, expand thy airy Wings, and ſoar 
Above the Clouds, where Charles's Fame is bore z 
Where all the Gods look down, and ſmile to ſee 1 
A Man that's equal to a Deity 
To ſee a Hero fo tranſcendant Great, 

That Immortality does emulate. 
Like ſome amazing Comet *tis he ſhows, 
We know not whence it comes, or where it goes. 


B b 4 8. 
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Bilent as Night, and ſeeret as the Grave, 
His Councils are; but yet his Actions hrave?e 1 
Tho' in the Dark he forms his mighty Deeds, gi? a a 
The Execution with tlie Light ſucceeds. | | 
Free are Mankind his Actions to behold, 
But they're eompleated always Ger. they” re told . 

Wiſdom it ſelf ſteers at the Helm of State; 
She *tis that makes him juſt, to make him ht * 
With ſo much Glory, and ſuch high Succeſs, 


Blind Chance can ne'er her faithleſs Vot'ries bleſs : 
A nobler Cauſe we muſt for this aſſign, 
That on the Brave attends; and is Divine; 2 
For Heroes are not accidental Things, 
But born of nobleſt Race, the beſt of Kings: * 
Their Blood untainted, more ſublime they are, B 
The Gods good Gifts, and their peculiar Care: \ 
On ſuch their Glory, Fame, and Victories ſhine, I 
And all the Wonders of their Power Divine. . 
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- Pindarick Ode 


'To the Memory of 


Dr. 1. lian W g 


| NI various Chances of the World, 
Thro' which Menare byFateand Fortune hurb'd ; | 
Tis by no Scheme or Method that I go, | 
But paint in Verſe my Notions as they flow: 
With Heat, the wanton Images purſue, 
Fond of the Old, yet ſtill creating New; 
Fancy my ſelf in ſome ſecure Retreat, 
Reſolve to be content, and ſo be Great. 
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Found in the Dodor s pocket at his Death, and ſuppos d 
to be writ during his laſt Sickneſs. 
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Pindarick Ode, &c. 
. Widow'd Friend invites awidow'd Muſe 
To tell the Melancholy New 5, k 

And cloath her ſelf with able Weeds, 


Such as will ſhow her Heart with Sorrow bleeds ; 3 
With Grief ſhe can't expreſs, 
But in ſoft moving Verſe, 
Which melts to Tears, like that dark Night 
In which thou vaniſh'd from our Sight, 
To mount the Regions of Eternal Light. 
For Heaven it ſeems deny'd a longer date. 


Thy happy courſe thod) run, 

Thy Bus'neſs here was done, 

And thou art ſet like the all-glorious Sun. 
Yet juſt before thy Death, © 
Thou rais'd thy tuneful Breath, 

Like dying Swans at their approaching Fate. 


| 


An 


An 


(379) 
Come hither, friendly Muſe, and tell 
| How this good Prophet fell, 
 Thatlivd ſo well: 
What ſaucy Meſſenger durſt ſtrike the blow 
of fatal Death, 
And ſeize his Breath, 
Who always was in readineſs to go. 
Cou'd not thy Wit command. 
The Fugitive to ſtand, 
Which others cou d forbid to die, 
And bleſs their Names with Immortality. 
Hadſt thou but us'd thy Art, 
Death wou d have dropt his Dart, 


And i warting ſtopt. the preſſure. of his leaden 
| Fand. 


111. 
Alas he's cold! Oh for a Grave 
To bury the ſad Tale, 
For Tears will not prevail 
Where Wit and Humour, Virtue cou 'd not ſave! 
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( 380) 
Learning we boaſt i in vain, 
A Tombi is all we gain | 
For a Life ſpent in Stud! y, andi in Pain,” 
Wretched Mortality! F | 
Cov'dſt thou thy ſelf but ſee, 
Thou wou'd hate Life as we love thee. v7 3 | 
Why then ſo fond to live are vain Mankind ? 
Why all rhoſe Joys purſue, 
That ſeem to make Life new, | 
Becauſe they can no greater Pleaſures find. 
But thou, my Friend, didſt higher 80, 
Reſolv'd ſublimer things to know, 
Wing'd Heaven, a and left us $ here below. _ 


Act i oo cb JOE | 
Ho fhowdft thou live in fuch an Age of Vice, 
The Phenix only dwells in Paradice, 
Earth was too.norrow for thy Mind, 
And thou to all its Flatteries blind. 
Now in the Bowers of Bliſs 
Thou ſtrikes the Harmonious Lyre, 


; * * 6 
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Where endleſs Pleaſures reign, 
And peace and piety remain 
Amüidſt the bliſsful Choire. 
Thou doſt in all Perfections mine, 


And adds freſh Luſtre to the Courts divine. 


Whilſt we lament thy too too early Fate; 3 
But greateſt Bleſſings have the ſhorteſt Date, 
| In mournful Poetry 
Our laſt Efforts we'll try, 
Who beſt can write upon 2 Theme ſo Great. 


1 
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| V. 
Like Warriours well appointed for the Fight, 
Poſſeſs'd with generous Rage, 


Each Poet ſhou'd engage, hs 


Each ſtrive who beſt cou'd prove 
His Duty or his Love. 
Bach freely pay his tributary Mite. 


Well may we grieve, well may we mourn thy loſs, 


From whom ſo many drew 


A Such Heliconian Dew. 


From whoſe celeſtial Spring ſuch Influence flows. 


Thy 
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Thy Wit did kindly give 
Food by which others live. 


For when thou ſung, Mirth ſat on ev'ry Face, 


The Savage Throng | 
Follow'd thy Song, | 
Thus raviſh'd and amaz'd, 


They danc'd around in one Harmonious Pace 5 


And ſtill with awful Silence 83 2 d. 


| VI. 
But why do I expoſtulate, 
Since Sorrow comes too late 


To hinder thiae, or ſave another's Fats. 


When Heaven does a deſiring Soul receive, 

He ſeems to envy that pretends to grieve, 
Of what ſtrange Atoms are we made, 
That we of Death ſhou'd be afraid, 
That's but a ſtill, refreſhing Dream ? 

Why ſhou'd we dread to mix with Earth, | 

Our Parent-clay that gave us Birth; 

Or meet the Tyrant who has loft his Sting, 4 

The King of Terrors, then no more a King, 


— 
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But we triumphant o'er the Grave and him. 


RJ 
The World ungrate ful, ſeldom does produce 


A fruitful Harveſt for a virtuous Muſe ; 5 


If Piety appear 
To crown the happy Year, 
Tis always with indifference heard, 
And with ſuch cool regard; 5 
The grudging Soil juſt Nouriſhment denies, 
And ſo the hopeful Plant too early dies; 
Such Marks of Goodneſs ſeldom laſt, 
But where they're rooted faſt. 
Religion here, and Duty eaſy grew, 
Thy Loyalty no new-taught Do&rines knew, 
But Principles from Education drew. 
Envy her ſelf muſt ſtop ev'n here, 
And cloſe the falſe malicious Ear. 


VIII. 


Thy Virtue's fled beyond her poyſonous Blaſt, 


Which can no longer laſt ; 


Since 


+ 
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Since Heaven from her peculiar care, 1 
Did for thy Fame prepare: 
For fear the vicious World ſhou'd ſpoil the Growth, 1 
Have chang'd thy Virtue, or debas'd thy Worth ; ; ' 
But pity *twas that thou ſhou'dſt die, 4 
Firſt - born of modeſt Poetry; Y 1 
Pity, thy Galety and Wit, FF N 
Shou'd only now for Worms be fit, 3 
And mird with Nature 's Rubbiſh, uddra -——_— - | 


